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As pioneers in the field of oral 
hygiene, we believe that the 
makers of Listerine are logically 
qualified to introduce this new 
and drastic note into dentifrice 
advertising. And we believe that 
a very definite public benefit will 
result from this endeavor to make 
the nation properly conscious of 
the disease dangers that may re- 
sult from tooth abscesses. 
—Lambert Pharmacal Company. 


The drawing at the left was made from an authentic 
X-ray photograph supplied by a leading New York X-ray 
which serves many dental surgeons in their 


treatment of diseased tecth—WHAT DO 
YOUR X-RAY WOULD SHOW? 


laboratory 
study and 


YOU SUPPOSE 


Hidden wells of poison 
Back of beauty may lurk dread disease 


It’s a fact: back of many a lovely 
smile and even gleaming teeth may be 
hidden wells of poison—-tooth ab- 
scesses. And often unknown to the 
person so afficted 

Meanwhile, these poison pockets at 
the base of the reeth may be gradually 
undermiming the health 

They seep their deadly bacteria 
through the entire system and bring 
on any one of many serious and oft- 
times fatal illnesses 

\ccording to eminent dental author- 
78 out of 100 adults today have 
tooth abscesses: usually they do not 
know it themselves and very often 
such abscesses directly or indirectly 
cause many dread diseases 


inte 


Diseases that result 


\mong the discases so caused are 
rheumatism and joint diseases; heart 
and kidney trouble; stomach and in- 
testinal derangements; to say nothing 
of more minor disorders ranging from 
headaches to insomnia and 

affections. 


simple 
nervous 


_AMBERT PHARMMACAL CO 


In spite of these grave dangers that 
lurk in tooth abscesses, relatively few 
people today ever think of visiting a 
dentist until pain drives them there. 
Whereas, only a good dentist can 
really place you on the safe side. 


Protect yourself 


You are probably like most other 
human beings; so while at this moment 
you realize all these dangers you, too, 
will very likely put off going to your 
dentist. 

In the meanwhile, however, you 
owe it to yourself to take one simple 
precaution: There is a dentifrice that 
will do very much to keep your teeth 
and gums in a healthy condition. 
Consequently, more and more den- 
tists are today recommending Listerine 
Tooth Paste. 

Because Listerine Tooth Paste, and 
this tooth paste only, contains all of the 
antiseptic essential oils of Listerine, 
the safe antiseptic. These healing 
ingredients help keep the gums firm 
and healthy and discourage the breed- 
ing of disease bacteria in the mouth. 


Quick results—and safe! 


This is an age when people want 
quick results. Listerine Tooth Paste is 
so formulated that it cleans your 
teeth with a minimum of brushing, 
calling for much less effort than is 
ordinarily required. 


Also, this paste cleans with absolute 
safety. The specially prepared cleanser 
it contains is just hard enough to dis- 
courage tartar formation, yet not hard 
enough to scratch or injure tooth en- 
amel. And, of course, you know how 
precious tooth enamel is! 

Finally, Listerine Tooth Paste is 
sold at a price that is fair—large tube 

25 cents—the right price to pay for a 
good tooth paste. Try it. Enjoy really 
clean teeth. But don’t forget the im- 
portance of seeing your dentist regu- 
larly. —Lambert Pharmacal Company, 
Saint Louis, 


If your dentist has not already handed 
you our booklet on tooth abscesses and a 
sample of our dentifrice, you may have 
both of these by addressing a postal to 
the Lambert Pharmacal Co., Saint Louis. 


HIDDEN WELLS OF POISON IN YOUR MOUTH? 
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Ignorance of physical facts 


never brought happiness 
to any woman 


there is frank discus- 
sion there can be no real en- 
lightenment on a subject such as 
feminine hygiene. 

And wrong information—out-of- 
date information—is often worse 
than zo information. Feminine 
health is too important, too vital 
a matter to be regarded in a hap- 
hazard way. The modern womai: 
wants to know the truth and then 
judge for herself. She wants the 
Lenekt of every new idea. 

The recent advances in the prac- 
tice of feminine hygiene have all 
come about as an answer to one 
existing evil. And that is the 
evil of poisonous antiseptics. 


The menace of poisonous 
antiseptics 
Every physician and nurse is fa- 
miliar with the effects of bichlo- 
ride of mercury— its burningof the 
mucous membrane and its tough- 
ening of delicate tissues. Also the 
compounds of carbolic acid, which 
are caustic in their action and 
frequently result in an area of 
scar-tissue and hardening of the 


If your connect 
supply you, sen jirect 
to = Products Co. 


In bottles, 50c and $1 iat 
at drug stores 
Slightly higher in Canada On, ‘4 


membrane. Yet until recently 
such poisons were the only re- 
course for fastidious women who 
demanded real surgical cleanliness 
and a true antiseptic insurance 
against germs. 


Every woman has reason to 
welcome Zonite 
But fortunately this state of 


affairs is now a thing of the 

past. No longer need a 

woman run the risk of using J 

Summer Uses 
for Zonite 


For cuts, wounds, burns, 
scratches incidental to 
camp and beach life. 
For insect bites, likely to 
ome infected when 
scratched, especially in 
the case of 
For poison ivy and other 
poisons of the woods. 
For sunburn, another 
source of infection. 
For the purification of 
drinking water from un- 
known sources. 
For a daily mouth-wash 
to guard against pyor- 


powerful poisons for the 
purpose of feminine hygiene. 
No longer need she fear ac- 
cidental poisoning in the 
home—a calamity all too 
common when the poison 
bottle is left within reach of 
little children who can not 
read the “skull-and-cross- 
bones” warning. No longer 
need she face any of these 
dangers, for Zonite has 
arrived. 


Zonite is a powerful anti- 
septic. In fact, Zonite is a 
real germicide, for it actu- 
ally kills germs. It doesn’t 
merely check germ-growth 
temporarily like the mild, 
sweet-tasting and bubbling 
antiseptics. It kills ail the 
germs present and prevents 


rhea. 


children. 


As a body deodorant. 


their multiplication. But besides being a 
powerful antiseptic, Zonite is an antiseptic 
harmless to human beings. 

The most remarkable feature of Zonite is 
its great germicidal strength. It has more 
than forty times the strength, for instance, 
of peroxide of hydrogen, and is far more 
powerful than any dilution of carbolic 
acid that can be safely used on the human 
body. 

No wonder then, that Zonite has been 
welcomed with satisfaction. A powerful 
antiseptic that can even be held in the 
mouth! In fact, dental authorities are 
recommending it highly for preventive 
oral hygiene. We should be glad to have 
you ask your physician for his opinion of 
Zonite. 


A booklet that every mother will 
want to give her daughter 


The important subject of feminine hy- 
giene is thoroughly covered in a dainty 
booklet prepared by the Women’s Divi- 
sion expressly for the use and convenience 
of women. The information it contains is 
concise and to the point. A delicate sub- 
ject is treated with scientific frankness, 
as it should be. Send for it. Read it. 
Pass it on to others who need it. Thousands 
of women are today running untold risks 
through the use of poison- 
ous, caustic antiseptics. 
This book will bring all such 
women abreast of the times 
in a very important matter 
of health and comfort. The 
booklet is free. It is daintily 
illustrated and mailed in 
social correspondence enve- 
lope. Use the coupon below. 
Zonite Products Company, 
Postum Building, 250 Park 
Avenue, New York, N. Y. 
In Canada: 165 Dufferin St., 
Toronto. 


ZONITE 
PRODUCTS CO. 

Postum Building 

250 Park Avenue 

New York,N.Y. 

I should like to have a free 
copy of the illustrated booklet 
you have prepared. (s-21) 
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True Stories from Real Life 


Contents 


Cover Portrait by Henry Clive 


The Fourth of July Parade (Verse). . es 
By HARRY LEE 


Do You Believe In People? . . . . 
By DR. FRANK CRANE 


(Movie Pictorial) One evening Herman was play- 
ing beautifully on his violin, while 
I held our youngest child, Joel, near 
me. 


He Called Me Skyline Annie. . . . ...  B can 


Shall 1 “Pet”? (Problem Story). . che 32 who had reached tlhe muschievous 
age of six years, came running into 


let in his hand. It was my bank 
book, which I had not shown 
~ Herman yet. I trembled and asked 
Maria's Story (Pat A the child to bring it to me, but it 
was too late. Herman was opening 


What ss ses “What's this? A bank book! 


IVhere did it come from?” 


(Theatrical Pictorial) 


“Mama's drawer,” the child 
answered. 


Bois: smile faded from his lips and his 

Doctors’ Wives (Conclusion) . . eyes blazed, and he burst out: 

The Senet “What does this mean? . Eight 


hundred dollars in your name? 


Selling Goods to You're not satisfied with what 


make, ch? You think you're better 

“Funniest Story |Know” (Humor). . . . ....... than I am?- I'll show you!” Then 
he tore the bank book in half. 

What Might Have Been (Marriage Story) . . . ..... 72 Read this story of poverty 
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The Fires 


that may smoulder 


within you— 


Within every man worth while burn the fires of ambition. 
In the vast majority of men those fires smoulder—glowing just 
enough to make them discontented with the part they play— 
failing to flame because they lack the tinder of self-confidence. 
In the men who get ahead, hi ywever, those 
fires of ambition burn with a steady vigor— 
consuming every traitor-thought that would 


cheat them of their purpose. 


“I am ambitious,” you say. —But are you? 


Is your ‘‘ambition’’ merely the wish 
to make more money? 
Or—does it flame within you to the 
_ whe re your thought is always and 
orever, ‘‘What can I do toimprove my 
a output—How can I fit myself for 
rger responsibilities — How can I ex- 
nd my mental stature till it measures 
uptothatofthe really great executive ?”’ 
Men who are truly ambitious will find 
the paragraphs which follow greatly to 
their profit. For in them they will learn 
how they may apply both torch and 
tinder to those smouldering fires of 


ambition to the end that they may quickly— 


Kindle Them Pay! 


What are those traitor-thoughts which 
would cheat a man of his purpose? 

Let us parade a few of them, and see them 
for the weak excuses which they really are— 
“I never had a chance’’—‘‘I haven't 
the time’’—‘‘I have to work too hard’’ 
—‘‘So-and-so says that home-study 
training doesn’t get you anywhere’’— 
**I haven’t the money’’—‘* Tomorrow 

—not today.’’ 

Now listen to this true experience — 

Some seven years ago, A. V. McDufiie, of 
Fayetteville, North Carolina, was a book- 
keeper. His salary was $15 a week. He had 
a wife and little daughter to support. 

Truly, every single excuse which we have 
just paraded might reasonably have been prof- 
fered—and accepted—by McDuffie. 

For what did his friends contribute by way 
of advice? **The thought home-study train- 
ing very, ve oolish,’’ writes McDuffie, 

‘for ‘Arch will never do anything with it, 
and suppose he should finish the course, 
what good will it do him?’ ”’ 

But in McDuffie the fires of ambition 


burned with a steady flame. He had confi- 
dence enough to balleve that what LaSalle 
had done for the average man it could do 
for him —at least, in part. 

“Lhaditinthe back of my head to become 
a Certified Public Accountant,’’ he writes. 
He enrolled for Higher Accountancy train- 
ing with LaSalle Extension University. 

That was seven years ago. Tod 
heads his own independent firm of Cert 
fied Public Accountants in a city of the 
Middle West, has twenty-seven men in 
his employ, and commands an income 
better than $20,000 a yo. 


Not every man who onde with LaSalle 
sets his goal at so high a place, so satis- 
factory an income — 

Yet so sound and practical is LaSalle’s 
salary-doubling plan that promotion is the 
rule, not the exception. 

And witness to that rule is the fact that 
during only three months’ time as many as 
1,193 LaSalle members reported definite 
salary - increases totalling $1,248,526, an 
average increase per man of 89 per cent. 


1922 1924 


What would it be worth to you to lear 
of the opportunities in a highly-paid busi 
ness field, to take the measure of your 
own ability to master a profitable pro+ 
fession, to discover a short, simple plan 
which, if followed, would make ycu suc 
cessful years before you otherwise could 
hope for success? 


“ More than $5,000"—that's the value B. T. 
Bailey, a Wisconsin man, places on the aid he got 
from LaSalle. James. Toronto man, writes, 

“I would not take $25,000 for my min i 
LaSalle training, if a duplicate could not be 
Yet the information which pictures your Akt 
ities, explains your personal requirements, makes 
clear the way to quickly realize those opportun; 
ities, is yours for a 2c stamp ,and two — 
of your time, 


At this moment your start coward a bigger 


Valuable Information Free 


ary is as near you as the point of your pencil. Th 
coupon will bring you details of the LaSalle salary 
doubling plan, together with a copy of ““Ten Years 
Promotion in One,’ * the story of how one man, ‘sued 
many wanderings, found the shorter path to suc 
cess. There is, of course, no obligation. i 
You have often thought that you y= | mail a 

He coupon. This time —for the sake of a 

brighter future— ACT. 


LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 


The World’s Largest Business Training Institution 


LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 


I shall be glad to have details of your salary-do 
in the business field I have checked below, 


Business Ma‘ f Traffic Effici 
road ori ‘industria — on pos rial 


Official, Managerial, Sales 
Executive positions. 
Modern Training for 
tion as Sales Executive, Salesman, oats 
Coach or ner, Sales otion Manager, 
Manufacturer's A sAgent Solicitor, and all p 
tions in retail, w esale, or specialty ing. 


igher Accountancy: Training for 
Public A Cos 


Law: Training for Bar; LL. B. hang 
Commercial Law: Reading, Reference 
and Consultation Service for Men. 


Name. 


way Sta 
ing for of 
Cashier 


Finance: T: 
xecutive — in Banks 
Financial Institutions 
Methods: ni, auch for ition 
Management, suc’ ha’ 


Sub-Foreman, ete. 


Dept. 750-R 


ubling 
Also of * y ears 


Chicago, Illinois 


plan, together with Pp comeete information regarding the opportunities 


a) in One,” all without obligation. 


Business Eng- 
lish: Trai 
ction Contr 4, Industrial for Business 
Personnel and Em 
tion Management: Train- iment: Training of Per- Sopy 
| Industrial Relations Writers. 


sonne ager, 
d Agent, Division Agent, etc. Manager, Employment Manager, and 


Training for 
raining | relating to Services, as Foreign pondent with 
panish tries. 


‘romotion Manager, 
ager, Secretary, etc. 


t of "Soper 


Cater for as Effective Spe 


tive Training in the 
for 
rs, 


Address 


Present Position 
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5 DAY TRIAL! 


FREE: Send no money. 


Simply clip coupon below. 


Amazing 
New Way 


Now marcel your hair beautifully 


—in 5 minutes—at home! 


An alluring wave guaranteed, bobbed or unbobbed 
And the cost is but half-a-penny! 
Coupon offers free 5-day trial 


tunity to try it, without cost, for 5 days. 
Send no money—simply clip the coupon. 


HE loveliness of softly waved hair — 
chic, alluring!—may always be yours, 
now. No more times, between waves, when 


the curl has gone—when hair is not as 
pretty as it might be—when it is hard to 
arrange. 

For now you can do as thousands of other 
attractive girls and women do—whether 
your hair is bobbed or tong. Every day, if 
you wish, have a fresh marcel. Right at 
ome—in five minutes! And the cost is 
actually about half a cent. It is a new 


method, approyed by hair specialists. 
The coupon below offers you an oppor- 


An exquisite wave 
This new way to keep your hair beauti- 
fully dressed was perfected to do two things: 
First, to give you a really professional wave 
in a very few minutes at home; and second, 
tc reduce the cost. 


You use the YVETTE Marcel Waver to 
do it. Specially designed to impart an ex- 
quisitely soft, but very distinct wave. 

Simply attach it to an ordinary electric 
light socket, as you would an old-style 
“curling iron.” But the YVETTE 
does what no “curling iron” could 
ever do. 


First of all, it uses less heat. So cannot pos- 
sibly burn or injure the life and lustre of your 
hairinany way. And this heat is applied by 
a new principle, to all parts of all hair. 


So it does not matter whether your hair is 
dry and brittle, or whether it is very oily. 
The YVETTE Marcel Waver gives a per- 
fectly charming wave to any hair. Nota 
round curl, but a real, professional- 

ing Marcel wave! 

In five miputes your hairis beau- 
tifully waved. How nice to have 
this help, for instance, when 
going to the theater some 
evening—with little time 
to get ready. Whata 
comfort not having 
to bother with hair- 
dressers’ appoint- 
ments and 
waiting! 


YVETTE 


Buy several $20 hats 


with what it saves! 


In twelve months The YVETTE Marcel 
Waver will actually save you from $40 to $50 
over and above its slight cost! And it will last 
for a lifetime. We guarantee it against de- 
fective workmanship or material, you — 
Remember, too, that you take no risk at all in 
testing it for five days. 


Then, too, it saves you a great dealof money! More 
than ten times enough to pay for itself, in twelve 
months. The cost for electric current, each time you 
use it, is less than half of a penny. 


A remarkable offer 


This unusual, new waver will delight you as it has 
thousands of others. It was originally made to sell at 
$10—which is really a low price, when you consider 
the time and money to be saved. But we have deter- 
mined to reduce the price—and, by selling still 
greater numbers, have just as large a business as ever. 
So we make this amazingly generous offer. 

Simply clip, fill in and mail the coupon below. 
Don't send any money, unless you pe articularly wish 
to. We will immediately send you a E 
Waver. When the postman delivers it to your door, 
give him $4.97, plus a few pennies postage, the new, 
reduced price. But—note this: 

Keep and use the Waver for five dave. Test it in 
any way you see fit. Then, if you are not entirely and 
ccmpletely delighted with what it does for your hair, 
with the saving in time and money, just send it back 

to us. Immediately, and without the slight- 
est questioning, we will mail back your $4.97. 
Isn't that fair? 

Just think what a pleasure it’s going to be, 
having your hair Fe shly and beautifully 
waved all the time! And with enough money 
saved to pay for several very lovely hats, a 
new suit, or frock! Clip your coupon how. 
Mail it today, sure. 


IMstributing Division, 
YVETTE et Cie., 


27 E. Huron St., 


Please send YVETTE Marcel Waver. 
$4.97 with postman when he brings it. 
this $4.97 to me if, after §-day trial, I do not care to keep 


the waver. 


Name.... 


Send No Money—5 Days’ Trial 


Dept. 39, 
Chicago. 
I will deposit 


You are to return 
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Own Your Own Electrical 
REPAIR SHOP 


Be Superintendent of an 


Electrical POWER PLANT Be an Electrical CONTRACTOR 


If you are now earning 
less than $40 a week, 


enroll for my home training in Elec- 
tricity and I will guarantee you a 
permanent, satisfactory job after you 
finish—guarantee you at least 50% 
more pay—or refund every cent of 


-7 pe money _ your money I give you this written 
~ fund d, / guarantee because my training actu- 

e ally makes you an Electrical Expert. 
The AMERICAN SCHOOL stands 
back of this guarantee with resources 


of over a million dollars. 


- En 
22 Noted 
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= GO Electrical 


Business of a| 
following corporations and uni- 


: 5s Goto Electrical While you're at it, while you're spending your time and versities helped me make Dun 


not a one-man, one 


money to be a success, Train for the big-pay Boss jobs | i2i"wp'tsise, ™* complete 


School in the world’s fastest growing industry. The world’s work | 4. Genera! Electric Co. 
e y A is now being done by Electric power. Autos, ships, build- | 3 Sommonweaith Edison Co. 
“Ti HOME ings, aeroplanes, all electric equipped. Electric lights, | ¢- Gutler-Mammer eo. 
everywhere. Think of Radio, Telephones, Telegraph, Telegraph Co. 
6. Electric & 
. Wiring Outfit Electric railways. This business DOUBLED in the last 9 years, and they say it 7. Went Ota Oo. 
orn 
t @ wiring oun will double again in the next 6 years! 8. Underwriters Labora- 
be 4 9. Columbia University 
: 
$60 to $200 a Week for Electrical Experts | :?2=2.2"=...... 
jogy 
; Enormous demand for all-around Electrical Experts as Power Plant Superin- | 33: Gniversny or Vermont |. 
: tendents, Chief Electricians, Foremen of Construction, Electrical Draftsmen, | ** Te" 
: Radio Engineers, etc. And with my training you can go into business for your ane Gay @vuene |= 
self with little capital and make $3,000 to $12,000 a year. ; 
’ 4ElectricalOutfits Write Me AT ONCE! Earn While You Learn 
’ You don’t have As early as your eleventh lesson, I give 
Given to leave your ~ prone you special training in wiring, Radio, 
‘. home or quit your job, you the second halt 1 give you Electrical En- Electrical repairing, motors, etc., 
don’t need post-graduate Lab- gineering subjects, doubling the quantity 5° YOU can go out and start 
4 oratory courses when you are of instruction usually included in home- turning sa instruction into 
E Dunlap-trained. I send you study training. Don’t enroll for any cash. It’s no trick to earn 


these 4 costly, complete Elec- "#m¢-tralning untit you get a copy of my enough in a single eve- 

trical Outfi “ ll the Lab job-and-raise guarantee—until you get my ning to pay one 

rical Outfits, all the Labora- sensational offers, Compare my 4 outfits month’s tuition cost. 

tory and Shop apparatus you with others—compare my training with ¢, you needn’t let 
others—compare my guarantee with others 


need to understand Electrical before you decide. 1 will show you how eS 4 sony 


laws, theories and principles te become an Electrical Expert right in  thingelsekeep Chief Engineer Duntap, 
easily and quickly your own home—in spare time, for the you from AMERICAN SCHOOL 
“ least cost and in double quick time. Mail this won- . EB-25! Drexel Av. & 
Not one penny extra coupon for free book, surprise offers and Chicago 
complete infor AA “lease rush guarantee of a job and 
for this equipment. train- raise, free hook, 
ing. and complete information on how I can 


become a real Electrical Expert at home 
in spare time 


Chief Engineer DUNLAP, Electrical Division 


AMERICAN SCHOOL 


Dept. EB-251 Drexel Ave. & 58th St., Chicago 
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Trail 


URING the early life of every 
1) nation there is some soul-stirring 

episode which in after years is 
written and rewritten; which covers 
many unwritten tragedies and triumphs; 
which all in all makes for vigor in the 
national development. 

We in America are pioneers in our 
very lives. We as a nation have broken 
trails over the Atlantic and across a 
continent. We have tunneled the. hills 
and bridged the rivers. We have built 
cities such as no other nation has dared 
to imitate. Now we are building 
traditions. 

In the natural course of development 
we are beginning to break a pioneer 
trail in literature. We are breaking 
rules and regulations. We are daring 
to challenge the so-called professional 
writers. We are printing stories be- 
cause they appeal to us—not question- 
ing their value as masterpieces of con- 
ventional writing. 


WITHIN a very few years the trail 
SMART SET is breaking will be 
analyzed and classified. Every tree 
which has been uprooted in order to 
clear the way will be examined care- 
fully. Didactic savants will tell us why 
we did certain things. Their infor- 
mation will in all probability be en- 
lightening to us, for we are only the 
ploneers Gécaking our way for the first 
time over the Oregon trail! 

We have tried and discarded a score 
of methods for the successful develop- 
ment of our stories. We have tried and 
found interesting a score of other 
methods. We have found that we do not 
have to seek the work of authors in order 
to make our magazine interesting. We 
believe that hidden away in the a of 
almost everyone isa vital, gripping story. 

Some of us are able to tell these 
stories convincingly. Others, unfortu- 


nately, are not thus gifted. So it is hard 


in a way, but one thing is true of 
SMART SET, always:—We give just as 
much attention to your story as we do 
to any by well-known writers. 

No story can be great without being 
realistic. Every great story which has 

ripped the imagination of the world 
fa ad a basis of realism to support it. 


WE HAVE chosen the first person 
style as a method of presentation 
because we believe it serves as a more 
natural medium for the inexperienced 
writer. In our stories the impressions 
are all received through one pair of eyes 
and one pair of ears. 

Of course the element of interest is 
an elusive thing—not easily captured. 
Therein lies the greatest difficulty. We 
are too apt to look and see what some- 
one else has written. That is why so 
few of us are successful. 

The lone wolf hunted alone. The 
pioneer broke new trails, cleared his 
fields from within great forests, and 
built his home of logs which were as 
strange to him as new themes are to us. 
And until we grasp the vision and 
learn to seek new trails, and develop 
new ideas, we cannot hope to find our 
stories interesting other people. Hidden 
away in your life and in mine are 
strange experiences which we hesitate 
to tell—yet, that is where the pioneer- 
ing must be done. 


ARK TWAIN did not find Tom 
Sawyer in the realms of his im- 
agination. Tom wasa real boy, partly 
the author himself, partly the person- 
alities of several other boys, but every- 


thing he did was real, and vital, and 


interesting—because it reminded us of 
things we ourselves have experienced. 

And if Mark Twain were writing to- 
day I am sure he would see and under- 
stand the spirit which moves SMART 
SET and sets it out on a new trail. 


Makes a Hit! 


By Marcaret Dixon 


HE leaned against one of the great 

porch pillars—a slim figure in 
cream flannel—eyes on the postman 
she had glimpsed at the end of the 
block. 

Bob plucked a leaf. “Louise, Betty 
has to come! Arnold wants to know 
her.” 

“But she won’t come,” Louise ad- 
mitted slowly. “Bob, she’d be miser- 
able if she did. All she had to wear 
the whole time I was there last year 
was one faded linen.” Her voice 
thickened with tears. “I’d rather have 
her here for the house party and the 
wedding than any girl | know! But 
when she writes it'll be some brave 
excuse.” 

The postman came up the walk. 
“Only one today, Miss Louise.” 

She tore open the letter, read aloud: 


Dearest Louise: 

Congratulations! I always wanted 
Bob for a cousin. As for that house 
party, I can hardly wait. If you knew 
how I'd been longing for parties, boat- 
ing, dancing. Oh, I’m coming, 
Louise. Count on my coming. 

Lovingly, Berry. 
* * * 


At the station next day with Bob, his 
college chum Arnold ‘and several guests, 
Louise scanned the passengers eagerly. 
“Watch for a girl with brown eyes and 
brown hair,” she warned. “Not much 
style about her, but the lovablest kind 


of smile.” Her voice trailed off in dis- 
appointment. “Do you suppose she 
missed— ?”’ 

“I’m afraid so,” came Arnold’s steady- 
ing voice. ‘Unless she was in the parlor 
car.” His gray eyes swept the length of 
the platform, returned quietly to Louise. 
“That slim person there by the farther 
window—in the blue and tan—could that 
possibly be—?” 

The slim person turned her radiant 
face full upon Arnold, upon Louise, came 
gladly, gloriously to them—girlish in 
straight blue that closed at the throat 
with soft tan collar brown eyes 
dancing . . . color leaping under creamy 
complexion . . perfection from the 
tip of her strapped tan pumps to the 
ribbon-brightened tan of that audacious 


little hat! “Louise—” 
“Why—why—Betty!” 
* * * 


She came down to dinner in pale green 
taffeta, delicate and cool as a leaf under 
mist. Louise gazed down the length of 
the shining table—at rainbow dresses of 
her guests. Some of them more expensive 
than Betty’s perhaps but not one 
so incredibly lovely. She brought her 
eyes back adoringly to Betty’s eager face, 
luminous under the attention of Arnold. 

“Did you ever see such a change?” she 
whispered to Bob. 

He shook his head. “Never!” 


* * * 


“Come up-stairs,” Betty invited Louise 
a few hours later. 


“May we come too?” cried Susan, one 
of Louise's bridesmaids.. “We've been 
looking at each other’s dresses; now we 
want to see yours.” 

Betty led them to where the maid had 
hung her soft things in a row. “Such a 
miracle’s happened to me that I really 
want to share it.” 

First came a white crepe de chine re- 
vealing exquisite touches of leaf-green. 
Next an apricot chiffon festoohed .with 
dewy lace. 

There were mingled exclamations of 
admiration—awe. “Oh, if I could afford 
such clothes—” 

“That’s what I want to explain,” cried 
Betty, facing them, lips apart, excitement 
flushing her cheeks. “They really cost 
only a little. I’ve never had pretty 
clothes before. Louise knows how mis 
erable I felt last year when she came to 
see me. But after she left, I wrote to 
the Woman’s Institute, and oh, the good- 
looking things I made from the very 
first!” 

“Betty!” Susan’s voice rang out in 
wonder. “You didn’t make these 
dresses yourself?” 

“Yes, I did. Institute methods are 
surprisingly easy. Why, it’s actually fun! 
I look at a picture I like, buy the goods 
and make it. That apricot cost only 
$7.75. That blue flannel only $11. This 
green taffeta—silk lace and all—only 


$8.50.” 


Louise’s eyes were shining. “Oh, I 
can hardly believe it!” she was saying. 
“It’s all so wonderful. Do you think 
the Institute would help me too? You 
know Bob. and I will have to go slow 
for a while.” 

“T’m sure it would,” smiled Betty. “It 
helped me to find more happiness than | 
ever dreamed possible,” laughed Betty, 
touching happily the pale green she wore. 


Won't you let the Woman’s Institute 
help make you happy too? An attractive 
32-page booklet tells the full story of the 
Institute and what it can do for you. 

How you can make lovely dresses in 
your free minutes at home at surprisingly 
low cost . . . give them striking touches 
that make them most becoming . . . be 
ready for happy times . . . earn money. 

Sending for this booklet today may 
mean more to you than you know. Don't 
you want to send a letter, postal or this 
coupon now, so that you will receive the 
booklet by return mail ? 


WOMAN'S INSTITUTE 
Dept. 6-U, Scranton, Penna. 


Please send me, without cost or obligation, a copy 
of your 32-page booklet, which tells how I can have 
more and prettier dresses at a half or a third of the 
usual cost and earn money besides. I am mibst 
interested in learning— 


Home Dressmaking Millinery 
Professional Dressmaking Cooking 
(Please specify whether Mrs. or Miss) 
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The Fourth of July 


Parade 
By HARRY LEE 


\cs, but you wasn't in the parade! 
» Was only me in! Just one kid! 

My grandfather said if I’m good I - march 
‘Long with him. And I was, and / d 
My grandpa was dressed in his bide 
All brushed up it was, with the star 
And the ribbon thing, and the hat 
With the gold and the G.A.R. 
And a man with a sash, on a horse 
That kicked up its heels and shied, 
Rode up side of Grandpa and me 
And asked us, please wouldn't we ride. 


“Be a long, stiff hike, Mr. Smith; 
Prosecuting attorney's car 
ls here at your service,” he says; 
a powerful climb ‘thar! 
My grandpa just made back straight, 
And thanked him, and wouldn't get in: 
“| matched with the boys these sixty years, 
| guess I can make it again!” 
Yes, and old Joe Beaver, he marched, 
» of the people just cheer c 
| And crowded to. see us come! 


: And the drums were as loud, and the fifes! 
Grandpa said, “We've got to keep step. 

And under his breath so no one could hear 
He kept going, “Hep-—Hep—Hep!” 

And I carried my fag like he asked, 

A great big flag, way on ahead, 

A- up in the leaves, 
Oh, gee! Nen my grandpa said 

“Boy, never forget this day.” 

And I told him needa’ t be *fraid. 
Me and Grandpa are gon’ ta march next year, 
In the Fourth of July Parade! 
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You Believe 


Dr. FRANK 


: S WE look about us in all departments of life 
Av see the evil effects of a lack of trust. 

You can find it in the family. Children 
live up to about what is expected of them. If 
_ they are suspected constantly, they will endeavor 
- to merit that suspicion. In other words, their 
character seems to be formed on the principle, 
‘Give a dog a bad name, and then hang him.” 

If a child is always treated as a liar or a thief or 
| as being disloyal, the time will come when he will 
) think that he might just as well lie or steal or do 

something else that is wrong, as to have the name 
for it. If he is going to have the name, he might 
as well have the game. 

The same thing is true in the relations between 
husband and wife. The most common cause of 
divorce is suspicion, and the things which grow 
out of suspicion. Very few people give grounds 
for divorce when they are wholly trusted. 

A woman is apt to be good if she is believed to be 
good. A man is apt to go wrong if he is con- 
stantly suspected of going wrong. 

Trust begets trust. ere are none of us who 
do not like to be trusted, but we often forget that 
the only way to get trust is to give out trust. 
It is a matter that is paid in kind. 

So it is with nations. The whole world is at 
present groaning under a burden of armies and 
navies, simply because every nation in the world 
suspects every other nation. Somehow we believe 
that our own people are guileless and honest and 
that those of other nations are tricky and 
undependable. 

This suspicion of other nations is sometimes 
elevated to the level of patriotism. We imagine 
ourselves to be good patriots because we believe 
in our Own country, but in none other. A man 
said that he was a good American because he hated 
all foreigners. He was aptly replied to by another 


/ 
A 
j 
& 
| 
is 
4 
10 


People? 


CRANE 


who said that he was a better American because 
he hated everyone. 

There is no truth more practical, more potent, 
than the truth that nothing will overcome evil 
but good. You might as well attempt to stop a 
raging fire by throwing on it gasoline, as to stop 
evil by adding to it more evil. 

If others do not trust you, the way to stop that 
distrust is to believe in them. This is based upon 
confidence in the goodness of human nature, that 
it will rise to what is expected of it. 

To be sure, you may be deceived. Those whorn 
you trust may betray you and.wrong you. But 
what of it? You will be no more deceived than 
if you distrust. 

Spurgeon said somewhere that he who trusts 
everybody may be bitten, but he who distrusts 
everybody will be devoured. 


Trust .is a peacemaker. It does not keep the E 


peace as do armies and navies, but it makes peace; 
that is, it creates a sentiment which eventuates in 


peace. 


HIS is found to be true in business. For the = 


business of the modern world is founded upon 
credit, which is a form of trust. The facts show 
that very little is lost by intelligently used. credit. 


The old adage in business used to be “caveat | 


emptor.” This motto, “Let the buyer beware,” 
has been abolished, and nowadays. a merchant 
feels that it is his duty to protect the buyer. His 
business thrives upon the trust which the buyers 
have in him. 

Somehow, trust brings out the best in us. We 
may all be a little bad and a little good, a strange 
mixture of good and evil, of the devil and angel. 
Trust operates to strengthen the angel in us, to 
make us better. Distrust always operates to 
encourage the devil in us and make us be our worst. 
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He would come to my window, the devil, because he knew how much I was afraid of the snakes. 


S THE high-headed little daughter of a retired 
British Army colonel with an Indian service 
record under Sir George White, ] heard many 


strange tales of the superstitions that shadow the lives 
of the brown millions who move through the vastness 
of India at a snail's pace-—so treacherous is the sun- 


scorched climate of the country. Later, as a young 
woman ready for the realms of society, I read the ver- 
sions of these tales in the songs of 
our own Kipling, and of that 


faced. My father would have laughed at such a belief. 
If this, my own true story, leaves you laughing at 
superstition, | hope you will never come under the spell 
of signs. Remember, I laughed once upon a time at the 
faith these turbaned Hindoos profess in signs, but I 
cried bitterly years later, and felt knives in my heart, 
after I looked through a glass at a blood-red, full moon, 
shedding an orange glow over the hill country of India. 
For then it was that an old super- 

stition wreaked vengeance on my 


romantic adventurer, Lawrence 
Hope. 

I soon realized that the super- 
stitions of India were countless, 
like the burning grains of its 
desert sand, for India is a land 
steeped in the mysticism of idola- 
trous centuries; cowed by pagan 
fears; awed by an uncanny faith 
in signs. Consequently, I soon 
found myself laughing at them, 


““I cried bitterly years later, 
and felt knives in my heart, 
after I looked through a glass 
at a blood-red, full moon, 
shedding an orange glow.” 


scorn, and, true to the Hindoo 
prophecy, I saw blood before 
dawn—blood foreshadowed by 
that blood-red, full moon! 

To tell this story of vengeance 
I must take you back to Old 
England, where I first began to 
tempt the Fate which sooner or 
later overtakes all women who 
dare deceive men, white or brown, 
and challenge the superstitions 


scorning them as silly twaddle 
born of barbaric ignorance. They 
provided fantastic entertainment for the ears, and made 
picturesque backgrounds for poems, I admitted readily 
enough to Father, and others. 

As for believing them, and fearing them—decidedly, 
no! Such was my answer years ago. For in the long 
ago, secure in my Surrey home, I.did not dream time 
and fate would one night prove the truth of a terrible 
superstition that belongs to the snake-loving natives of 
a templed country whose gods are graven and many- 


12 


that belong to them. 


* * * 


It was summer night in the gardens of our ase | 
home. For a long time there had been no sound throug 
the night except the purling play of water in a fountain, 
and the occasional hum of a motor passing down High- 
gate Road. The stars, gleaming in the heavens like 
silent, fixed things, shed a silvery half-light that revealed 
the boy opposite me—the boy who sat in the willow 
garden-chair, staring at me as if his young eyes had 


* 
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“4 Chap Once Satd You 
Were Lake a 
Beautiful Snake, Norah. 
I Slapped the 
Fellow’s Face for Those 
Words. I Did 
Not Dream He Was So 
Truthful. You 
Are a Woman With 


Fangs 


suddenly been turned into blue stones; as if 
his full, young lips had suddenly become a red 
line carved across his face. 

He was handsome in his blonde English way, 
despite his momentarily enforced statuesque- 
ness; despite his sudden evolution from pas- 
sionate lover to man of granite. William Sul- 
grave Travers, trying to be stoic forty at im- 
petuous twenty-three! The very thought fanned a flame 
of cruel triumph through my being. Billy Travers was 
a “romantic catch” of the late season. He had welcomed 
attendance from the moment of our introduction at 
Epsom Downs during the racing season. Many younger 
women of England, and legions of older ones, had 
envied me my handsome, subaltern escort at the recent 
round of social gaieties. I had gloried in their envy. 
But I never lost sight of the fact that he was only a 
third son in a family whose father was Lord——. 


HE flame of triumph softened somewhat as I 
studied Billy’s fair young face, and his width of 
clean shoulders which no amount of uniform could 
camouflage. A faint a breeze wafted the perfume 
of Surrey roses to me. My sensation of triumph nearly 
melted away. For once I nearly became myself ; I nearl 
allowed the feelings of my heart, suppressed beneath 
social ambitions of marriage, to have sway; I nearly 
reached out and drew Bill Travers into my arms, and told 
him I would give up moneyed George Carlyon and his 
high promise of imminent career, for him. 
But I did not do this thing. Instead, I looked at Billy 
Travers with the eyes of the woman he had just come 
to believe me—a woman with a heart of rock, who had 


Sanding behind tee, I waited for Chand’s music to, come nearer. 


played with him as she had ever played with the 
young beautiful boys of England, too inconsequential 
on the road of careers to consider seriously. I could not 
forego the pleasure of triumph born of achieving, and 
then discarding him. It was the cruelty of a ruthless 
flair in my blood—a flair inherited from my mother who, 
too, had gloried in the hearts she broke. 

Young Travers eyed me back, a gesture of the stoic 
role he was trying to play in m garden after I announced 


my betrothal to George Carlyon. Perhaps if he had ~ 


broken there before me, I might have confessed the 
truth in my heart ; might have given him my love regard- 
less of engagement to another. But, I wonder. ould 
I not have merely felt more lust for triumph at the 
sight of him, a young man-god, in tears? 

I reneutianed, sitting there in my garden, vis-a-vis to 
Billy, how I had sent two others away before—two others 
who had broken before my eyes; who had gone down 
on their knees, pleading their cause of love. And I 
remembered then, with a cool shudder, how Henry 
Ralston had stumbled away from me in his brand new 
uniform and sailed for France never to return alive. I 
remembered how Philip Comstock had done the same 
thing. Luck had been with him. He came back from 
war, sound. He was still my slave! 
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And now, William Sulgrave Travers, ordered to India 
with his regiment! Due to sail within two days, he 
was going like the others—only in silence. 

I watched him rise from the willow chair and stand 
before me, a slim giant. His eyes were still like two blue 
stones. There was no hurt or hate in them. They were 
stones. That’s all. His lips were still a red line carved 
across his face, only now they were not so red. 


HE memory of our kiss after the levee, held by Wales 

at Buckingham, smote me as I arose to face him 
in a good-by I was sure would be silent. Once more 
came the mad wish to tear away my mask; to tell him 
our mioments had not been just beautiful play on my 
part; to confess that no false fire had burned in my 
heart for him. I knew then that there was fire in my 
breast for Billy—fine, sweet fire such as burns only in 
the souls of lovers. 

You will blame me for what I was, a coward afraid 
of the truth; afraid to give happiness and receive it. 
Blame me now, if you 
will. Blame me later, 
too, when you shall 
see me looking through 
a glass at a blood-red, 
full moon, overshad- 
owed by the haunting 
superstition that such 
a vision would make 
me look upon blood 
before the dawn of a 
new day. I deserve 
your blame until the 
end . ... until my full 
story is told. 
perhaps, you will 
soften and forgive. 
But, until that time, 
blame me, please. 

Even then I thought 
to ease our moment of 
parting. The words 
that might have done 
so were on my lips, 


when his own fell 
apart: 
“Norah,”. he began, 


his voice steely in the 
summer night, “before 
I met you they warned 
me. I mean people 
who knew about you 
—about poor young 
Ralston. I met Phil 
Comstock one night 
lately. He was in his 
cups and free-tongued 
I—I had hoped and 
prayed you would be 
different with 


“Billy,” I broke in, 
fearful of what else 
he might say, but he 
did not heed any in- 
terruption. 

“A chap once said 
you were like a beauti- 
ful snake, Norah. I 
slapped the fellow’s 
face for those words. 
I did not dream he 


was so truthful. You—you may not be a snake. I can- 
not call you that. But you—you are a woman with— 
with fangs, by gad!” 

It was as if Billy himself had been a snake and stung 
me. A feeling of weakness overpowered me. I sank 
down into my chair, all sense of triumph gone. When I 
opened my eyes again Billy Travers was walking swiftly 
through the garden, toward Highgate Road. I tried to 
call him back. His words that had bared my true nature, 
that of a woman with fangs, had crushed me. I wanted 
to beg his forgiveness and repent in his arms, but my 
voice seemed trapped down in my throat. 

For a long time I sat. motionless and alone in our 
Surrey garden. The play of water in the fountain be- 
came a harsh sort of sound. The infrequent hum of 
motors on the road turned into an ugly noise. Still | 
continued trying to make believe that Billy was in his 
chair, and that I was not going to be cheated of the* 


of loving him. 
“Billy—Billy—my darling!” I cried out at last, m 
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eyes seeking the stars. They had dimmed and paled 
somehow. Long shadows deepened on the lawn. I got 
up, cold and heartsore. A step and I turned toward the 
great country house of my father’s—a house silhouetted 
against the eastern sky. . 

As my gaze traveled beyond the roof tops, a little 
gasp escaped my lips. A late moon was climbing into 
the sky, a moon as nearly orange colored as ever moons 
‘become in England. Instantly, I remember the old 
Hindoo superstition that shadowed the brown men of 
India. 

Why? 

I cannot say to this day, unless it was premonition 
such as comes strangely to human hearts at times. I 
hurried indoors, my thoughts mixing over Billy Travers 
and the idea of an orange moon shining above England. 
Of course, it was not the superstition that worked in my 
mind then. For, even if I had believed in it, the moon 
was not quite blood-red! 

Up in my room I slipped into a rose negligee, and 


sought respite from my heartache in a book of . 
Again this was a move of Fate. The first poem came 
upon was one that wrung my heart, making me know I 
had lost my “perfect hour.” I shall never forget it. My 
eyes traveling down the page, I read: 

“Give me yourself one hour ; I do not crave 

“For any love, or even thought, of me. 

“Come as a Sultan may caress a slave 

“And then forget forever, utterly. 

“Come! as west winds, that passing, cool and wet, 

“O’er desert places leave them fields in flower ; 

“And all my life, for I shall not forget, 

“Will keep the fragrance of that perfect hour!” 

Tears streamed down my cheeks at the second reading. 
A knife seemed buried in my heart of suppressed dreams. 
Yes, I had given William Sulgrave Travers my heart. 
But I had refused us both the magic of even one perfect 
hour. And now it was too late! 

At last I drifted into troubled sleep, hurting with the 
barbed knowledge that it was too late. Later I waked, 
fitfully for a moment; but, a moment was long 
for me to see an orange moon in English skies! 

« * * * * * * 


My marriage to George Carlyon was a prominent 
town affair. 

It was an hour of heartbreak, promising a lifetime of 
regret, for me. Although a year had elapsed since my 
parting with Billy Travers in our Surrey garden, I had 
not changed in my secret heart. I loved Billy even as 
I became the wife of another man. 

After a honeymoon, we returned to London and settled 
for the season. At least, such was our intention. But 
the new ministry, which looked with much favor upon 
my husband, soon changed our plans. — was 
given a Commissioner’s post in India .. . India of 
brown millions, superstitions, and many-faced gods! 
India, where somewhere in the hill country, Billy Travers 
officiered with his regiment. 

An exaltation possessed me as I went on shipboard. 
A thrill shot through my veins as our steamer headed for 
the open sea, bearing us toward a land that echoed with 
temple bells. There was guilt in my eyes that first night 
at sea, as I dined across from Carlyon, but he did not 


suspect the guilt. 


D*x by day we steamed de into the horizon of the 
rising sun. Night by night the stars seemed to be- 
come more like dancing points of flame above the sea. 
And the moon! It was no pale silvery disc over the 
a seas. It was like a rich, round orange against the 
e heavens. . 
A is there, ge all the thi should need 
A few , getting things we 
for our Po into the hills and settlement. And then 
the train rolled out of the station, headed toward Luck- 
now, and the vastness of India’s hill country. 


* * * * 


Perhaps theré are English women who go to India 
and accept it as a matter of course, as they would moving 
from one town to another. Eight months of life in the 
hills had made me certain that India could never be home 
to me. I was not a mystic; not a fanatic; not interested 
in the things that made India picturesque to all comers. 

I had never got over my suspicions of alway being 
watched by brown natives who went about slinking in- 
stead of walking; who seemed to drift through the fields, 
and in and out of houses, like lazy phantorns. I had 
never conquered my fear of the snakes they charmed, 
and made pets of. Somehow, I had never been able to 
hear the night sounds of the hill country without trem- 
bling . . .:sounds of jackals crying; of the voices of 
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flying foxes; the ugly buzz of insects, and the shouting 
of the natives, trying to scare away animals from their 
crops. And the roars and screams that reached us from 
the jungle! Tiger and leopard voices always terrified me. 

For the second time since our arrival, my husband had 
gone off with a hunting party. They were after big 
game, and quite bucked up over the report of native 
runners to the effect that several lions had been terroriz- 


ing villages deeper in the hills. 


ce E third night of his absence, Mrs. Moore, wife 
of the deputy-commissioner, dined with me. Her 
husband was also of the hunting party. All during the 
meal something about Chand Singh, Carlyon’s head. 
native servant whom he had left behind to help run 
house, annoyed me. He seemed fidgety, and inclined to 
move a trifle faster than was his usually slow and exas- 
perating pace. All of this had a significance for me. It 
was a symptom he usually displayed just before a session 
of snake charming. 

As Mrs. Moore and I sat smoking our cigarettes after 
dinner, we caught the fragrance of the Moghra trees now 
in full bloom. It was an intoxicating sort of perfume, 
more potent than that of the oleanders, hisbiscus, or 
poppies. The Moghra fragrance cast a spell over me 
for the moment, and | forget my annoyance caused by 
Chand at dinner. 

“There is to be a relief of two companies here to- 
morrow,” vouchsafed Mrs. Moore. 


“Billy, dear, run into the tea-room and fetch my handkerchief.” 


“Really! What good news! One gets fatigued seeing 
the same soldier faces day in and out. What regiment 
is the relief from?” I asked casually. 

Her answer made me start from my chair. She told 
me that Billy Travers’ own company was one of the 
relieving units! I am sure Mrs. Moore would have 


realized my excitement if the night had not suddenly 
filled with the sounds I dreaded. Knowing my nervous- 
ness over the night sounds, she most likely attributed my 
action to the mounting cries of jackals prowling beyond 
the village, and the chorus of native voices rising to 
frighten away the animals of night. 

But, for once these sounds did not unnerve me. The 
knowledge that Billy Travers was soon to be near gave 
me a strength which, while a false kind, perhaps, helped 
me shake off the fears of the natives and animals. 

My composure lasted only a few brief seconds. A 
shrill note from a reed instrument quivered through the 
house, sending a chill up and down my spine. It was 
Chand’s native flute! The brown devil was starting to 
play for his snakes! ; 

I shuddered at the sweet music that followed the shrill 
note—sweet music for a Hindoo to make. It was,the call 
for his crawling poison ; the invitation for them to glide 
around him in ecstasy, like happy serpentine children. 


HEN he plays a tarantella it will be blood curdling 

to watch him and his bag of snakes. Don’t leave 
the room, Mrs. Moore,” I beseeched, a8 she made a move 
for the door through which the charm music drifted. I 
was sure I would have hysterics if he drove his reptiles 
into mad frenzy. ~ 

“My dear, he controls them. There is no danger. I 
have become accustomed to the natives and their snakes. 
I would like to see what your Chand does with his 
collection,” she answered, 
moving away. 

A terrible sort of fascina- 
tion took hold of me. I arose 
and followed her, my whole 
being trembling. Standing 
behind her, I waited on the 
threshold for Chand’s music 
to come nearer. He was 
around behind the veranda. 
But he would come to the 
front, his snakes writhing 
behind him. He always did, 
the devil, because he knew 
how much I was afraid of 
them. 

As we waited, my eyes 
took in the scene before me. 
Moonlight of an orange glow 
revealed two servants asleep 
on the veranda. Native 
fashion, they had unwound 
the cloth from their turbines, 
and wrapped it about .them 
like a sheet. Under their 
heads were the frames of the 
turbans, being used for pil- 
lows. Somehow, the two 
natives, asleep in their sheets, 
made me think of Death I 
took hold of Mrs. Moore’s 
hand to try and steady my- 
self, for the music was nearer 
now. 

As a snake glided into 
sight around the veranda, 
seeming to dance as if in- 
toxicated, the rim of a blood-red moon edged through the 
Indian sky. Mrs. Moore and I saw it at the same time 
. . . saw the blood-red moon dip below the roof of our 
veranda. Many times before I had looked up at the 
orange fire of moons above India; but never before 
had I seen it blood-red. [Turn to page Ro] 
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But there Came a Day— 


| WAS. away at an boarding-school in St. 


Louis when Charley Prout and his cies mother 

first came to live in pas ttle home town of Roscoe, 

Missouri. I was just eighteen when I met Charley at a 

dance in Odd Fellows’ Hall, up over Proctor’s Confec- 

tionery, and I knew instantly that here was another 

— dragging at my chariot-wheels. 

leased, for now that I was home from boarding- 

Pa int I cared about was to be popular and have lots 

pe rade ak from men. Of course I would marry young, 
and exceedingly weil, for that was the ideal 

in our Southern environment. I was a Carter. My 


position in the scheme of things was assured, and I took 
my place as a leader in our small set. Whatever Hallie 
Lou Carter did or said or wore was irreproachable, and 
copied by all the darkies -who worked at the big yellow 
house on the hill. 

Charley wasn’t the kind of cavalier I wanted; he was 
short and roly- oly, and had almost a comical cast of 
countenance. S eyes were greenish-grey, his hair a 
dusty brown. have with 
yachts and palaces, and nothing to do but travel, and 


worship at my feet. He didn’t seem to reside in Roscoe, 
though, its population consisting mainly of spinsters, 


“Charley, lad—Charley, 4 
I’ve got to tell you : 
- something mighty hard, 
y old man.  It’s—your—” 
d His voice broke, and he : : 
couldn't go on. 
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wives, children, and old married men. Agnes, my chum, 
was rather patronizing about her engagement to Rodney 
Barret. So I was glad enough to let fat, plain, poor 
Charley become a regular Friday evening caller. He 
always brought a big box of the expensive bitter choco- 
lates that I liked, and I knew that he earned the money 
for them, and for hot-house roses and carnations, as a 
sort of office-boy clerk and utility man. I did not care. 
I had always been taught that it was a man’s place to 
cater to my wishes. 

Many said it was a shame the way Hallie Lou led 
that poor Prout boy on, when of course she never had 
the least idea of marrying him! Why, he was only a 
poor nobody—while she was a Carter! 

And yet, I wasn’t so much to be blamed for my in- 
sufferable vanity. I was the village idol! I taught a 
class in Sunday-school, and helped out at the library on 
Saturday afternoons. Sunday afternoons, Charley and 
Rod Barret would get in Rod’s Ford runabout and drive 
around after Agnes and me. Those Sundays in the 
Missouri woods were glorious! We girls practised 
shooting the boys’ rifles, with many shrieks of fear, and 
much necessity for a manly shoulder to lean against 
during the process. In autumn we carried home great 


Such a changed Charley—debonair, well-tailored, and poised and smiling! 


armloads of scarlet and gold leaves, and 
sang old Southern lullabies in the frosty 
dusk, on the familiar home road. The 
une evenings on our wide old porch, with 

od and Charley at my feet, while I 
twanged the strings of an old guitar, and 
we all “harmonized.” 

“Bawn and raised”’ in the most enchant- 
ing, sleepy, romantic, delightful piace in 
the world—a small town down South! 

The years drifted by, and still the ideal — 
suitor failed to appear. True, on a visit 
to St: Louis, I did meet a handsome six- 
footer, and we carried on a mad flirtation 
during the two weeks of my visit. I came 
home with more airs than ever! And I 
took pleasure in torturing poor Charley 
with my hints, and the letters that I 
received daily for a few weeks. Evi- 
dently, then, my lover found 
fields, for I suddenly ceased to hear from 
him. 


EANTIME, Charley’s love for me 

seemed to have become an actual 
obsession. It was c ing rotund, good- 
natured Charley into a feverish indtvidual 
who required large doses of attention to 
calm his restless anguish, He came 
Wednesday evenings also, for Friday eve- 
ning there were either dances, or else 
Agnes and Rod drifted in, and we went 
out and messed up old Auntie Reynolds’ 
none too clean kitchen, with candy- 
making. 
His mother and his friends were con- 
stantly urging him to leave Roscoe and try 
his luck in St. Louis. He had been ad- 
mitted to the bar, but Judge Bledsoe kept 
Charley on as a mere clerk at a pitifully 
small salary, and wouldn’t listen to hints 
regarding a partnership. 

t was becoming harder and harder to 
quench Charley’s ardor. Even J felt 
secret pangs of remorseful pity when he 
— with me to marry him and help 

im get his start. I never really answered 
outright. I only pretended embarrassment 
or anger; anything to put Charley in the wrong, and to 
keep things between us from coming to an open break. 
It made me positively panicky to think of that! Mother 
was eternally scolding me for not getting “settled,” or 
she was commanding me to quit giving all my youth and 
good looks to that worthless Prout nobody. 

How could I come to any decision with such contra- 
dictory advice constantly dinned into my ears! I often 
wept myself to sleep at night, worrying over it, and 
pitying—not Charley—my spoiled little self, because 
there were not dozens of eligible men to choose from. 


B® a. could not go on this way forever. A con- 
flagration will not smolder forever, even when a 
careful hand constantly it with cold water. 
The crisis in my affair with Charley arrived the night 
that Rod and Agnes were married. It was June, and I 
was just twenty-one. Charley had given me a wonderful 
amethyst ring in an old-fashioned setting of hammered 
gold. Rod let it out that Charley had been working 
until midnight, for weeks, to get enough money to buy 
it. I laughed and pouted, and wore it on my plump 
little first finger . . . and with tears in his honest eyes, | 
Charley said that I looked like an exquisite, old- 
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fashioned miniature come to life... 

Rodney and Agnes were so happy it 
hurt me to watch them together. Rod 
was skinny and stoop-shouldered, but he 
had a brand new haberdashery of his 
own, and was doing very well, indeed. 
Aggie was only too glad to be rid forever 
of the wearing grind of teaching the first 
graders. She was in stiff satin, with a 
long white veil, but Aggie wasn’t pretty, 
and I couldn’t help but overhear when 
everybody whispered how much more 
beautiful Hallie Lou was. I had on a 
pink tulle frock, and a wreath of pink 
rosebuds around my head. 

Their train left at nine, and the whole 
crowd was down at the station to see 
them off. Charley and I, as best man 
and maid of honor, rode with them thirty 
miles to the next stop. But we were in- 
visible so far as the bride and groom 
were concerned. They had eyes and ears 
and hearts only for each other. And 
their tender smiles and lovelit glances 
made my heart throb wildly, with a senti- 
ment I had never before known. I felt 
disturbed and somehow cheated. To 
have missed . . . to be missing . . . such 
wonderful happiness! I felt that Life 
was treating one of her fairest daughters 
in shabby fashion. 

Charley and I waited in the little station 
for the local train to take us back home. 
He tried to hold my hands as we sat 
outside in the scented June night . . . to 
draw me close. But I was afraid. And 
so I frantically protected myself by com- 
plaining that I was very tired. Dear, un- 
selfish Charley was all tender solicitude, 
at once. He took me home and kissed 
me at the door, saying that he would call 
tomorrow night, as usual. 


DRESSED for his coming the follow- 
ing evening, in a little blue muil frock 
that he especially admired. I felt a strain 
in the air when I came down the stairs and 
greeted him as he sat glumly, fingering 
the piano keys, instead of standing in the 
doorway and watching my-every step with 
an adoring hunger. Suddenly he sat down 
on the small divan, thrust the fat, satin 
cushions aside, and pulled me almost 
roughly to the space beside him. I seized 
a book in desperate haste, and began turn- 
ing pages at random, pointing out the 
pictures. But he snatched it from me 
and slammed it back upon the old marble-t table, 
“Hallie Lou, honey!” he said hoarsely. “How much 
longer are you goin’ to keep me in this hell of torment 
for you?” 

I looked down, trying to think what to say, but my 
heart was beating hard with fear and another emotion. 
I was never nearer giving in to Charley, and yet I almost 
hated and despised him because he wasn’t good enough 
for me. Fat, plain, old Charley, that the town loved and 
laughed at! They always made Charley the goat— 
pressed him into service as decorator, speech-maker, 
toast-master, pall-bearer ... on all occasions, when 
every one else refused to officiate. He was the favorite 
butt for all Hallowe’en and April Fool’s Day jokes! He 
was the town’s beloved buffoon, and when ey chose 


And the tall, fair girl at his side! I was about to plead illness, and ask to be 


to “cut up,” on the dance floor, or at parties, the whole 
town held its sides and yelled with laughter. I was too 
silly a little snob to see that this raillery only cloaked a 
genuine love of Charley. I imagined because nobody 
took him seriously that he was not worthy of respect. 
And now, he was insisting that / give myself to him in 
marriage ! 

Suddenly he seized me roughly. “Lou!” he pleaded, 
and even | caught the terrible yearning in his thick, tor- 
tured voice. “When, oh, when, for God’s sake, are 
goin’ to marry me?” His husky voice almost broke into 
a sob. He gripped his big, homely haads over my soft 
white ones, and held me until I winced. I was frightened 
—he breathed so heavily and looked at me so strangely, 
his face distorted, his lips unsteady. 
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“|—why, Charley—I haven't —haven’t ever given you 
~-to understand that, have I?” I tried to move away 
from him, lightly. 

“Yes,” he choked, in that thick breathless way that 
made my heart pound. “What else do you mean? It’s 
been three years since | started coming here, and I’ve 
got a right to know. Seeing Rod and Aggie, yesterday, 
sure of each other .. . together... at last... 
can’t stand it any longer, honey. I’ve got to know!” 

I looked at his bowed head. I watched a tear trickle 
through the cracks between his fingers—the fingers that 
had slaved at the most menial tasks to buy me gifts— 
and I knew how much I liked him. If he were only 
more nearly worthy! I was literally dying to be married. 
To me that was the end and aim of a girl’s existence. 
But I couldn't take Charley, and forever relinquish all 
chance to win a more desirable husband. 

The silence continued. Suddenly he turned and seized 
me, not gently, but with a rough, hungry strength that 


Their train left at nine, and the whole crowd was down at the station to see them off. 


did not permit of a struggle, and over and over he kissed 
me ... kissed my dark hair until it fell about 
shoulders . . . kissed my lips . . . my neck... I f 
his tears on my cheeks . . . the taste of them upon my 
lips . . . the subtle intoxicating scent of the lover for 
his sweetheart smote my nostrils and stole away resist- 
ance, with his glamorous sweetness. The first black 
anger was succeeded by a sense of rest and peace against 
which I fought, only to sink into its depths with a sigh 
of delight. 

Ice melted in my heart and flame-leaped instead. I 
turned and my arms rose to cling in answering straining 
pressure. Just then, Charley abruptly released me, strode 
to the piano, and reached for his cap. He turned around, 


took a checked blue-and-white handkerchief from his 
pocket, blew his nose loudly and unromantically, and 
then slouched over to stand before me in contrite attitude. 

I was furiously angry, almost angry enough to have 
reached out and thrust my pointed pink nails into his 
face. Deep down, I knew I had been about to admit 
. . . with all the generous abandon of my temperament. 
The fact that he had let me go just at the psychological 
moment made me hate him and myself both, “You'd 
best go,” I commanded, and waved toward the front 
door. 


FORGOT myself,” groaned Charley. “I was a 

brute. I had no right to use you that way. Say you 
forgive me, honey? Don’t send me off this way! Let's be 
friends, anyway, Hallie Lou,” he begged, backing toward 
the doorway. 

“Please just go!” I commanded. I was half relieved, 
half beside myself with baffled longing, when he took up 
his shabby grey cap and 
slouched out without another 
word. 

I had never known such 
a stormy mood as this action 
of his left me in. True 
enough, Charley had only 
left me as I asked. But, 
if he had only seized and 
mastered me, he might have 
settled the vexing question 
of our marriage, then and 
there. As it was, I flew up- 
stairs, slammed into my 
room and tore up a dozen 
articles with snatching, 
clawing fingers. I stamped 
until the old chandelier be- 
low rattled, and then I 
threw myself across my 
bed and wept so violently 
that Mother heard me, got 
out of bed, and came in to 
see what was the matter. 

“Oh, why did you teach 
me to think I was too good 
for any ordinary mortal! 
Why couldn’t be like 
Agnes—content to settle 
down with my lover, even 
if he is poor and homely! 
I hate life! Oh, I wish'I 
could leave this hateful little 
town and never see it 
again!” I raved hysterically, 
sobbing and storming. while 
Mother chafed my hands 
and scolded and promised 


impossible things, just as . 


she had promised me toys and candy, when I was tiny. 
It was two whole months before | saw Charley again. 
The town heard of the quarrel immediately, and the 
favorite theory was that Charley had got himself dis- 
gracefully drunk at Rod Barret’s wedding, and had gone 
to Hallie Lou’s in a disgracefully intoxicated condition. 
These town gossips were more than half right, only it 
was the wine of love that had inflamed Charley’s placid 
nature to the boiling-point. 
was the kind of adult boy who fancies himself 
of the-acme of reserve and dignity, but in 
reality, he babbled his heart-break broadcast to anyone 
who would listen. “The boys” took him aside and con- 
doled with him and bought him a [Turn to page 116] 
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MARIE PREVOST 
has traveled a long 
hard road since she 
left her old comedy 
parts. In the leading 
role of ter nem pie= 
ture, “Recompense,” 
she 1s making an 
usually fine 
510% 
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ALLENE 'RAWS scor- 
ing again. in“ Sunken 
4 Silver,”’ a production which 
centers arouna the Souin 
ea Islands with their ro- 
mantic charm. 
~ 
‘ 
‘ 
a 
\ ‘ 4 
: 
\; 
| 


those stories which give 
an excellent 


is the startling title of 
ALIGR JERRY'S 4 
newest picture. It is one 
of 
he 
| 
| | 
» 
if 4 
> 


cording 


the digg 


2 


- 
Fe 
“7 
4 
4 
; 
— - 
a 
x 
| = 
~ 
: 
D * 
d 
3 ‘ 
: 


Life Is Like a Single 
Crimson Thread Woven 
‘ In and Out of the Drab 
ie Woof of Existence; 
| Sometimes It 


Becomes Tangled 
on the Loom— 


AM an old lady,,and I never tried to tell a story 

before in my life. But I have just seen the final 

chapter of a sweet, sad love story, so full of interest 
for young and old that I am going to try to"putdown 
here just the way it happened. 

The characters are just plain, common folks, like 
myself—and, to think, there are people who have the idea 
that nothing ever happens to such common people. But, 
at least, they were real people and this is a true story. 

The last time I saw Sarah Perkins was when | spent 
the afternoon with her at the Old Ladies Home. I cannot 
remember the first time I saw Sallie, for we were child- 
hood playmates in Charlies City, the small lowa town 
where we were born. The closest of chums, through all 
our young years, we shared the intimate secrets of girl 
days and young womanhood, and until I married and 
moved out of the state there was nothing I did not know 
of her life. After that, even though I lost track of her, 


25 


as women are apt to do when the paths of life diverge, 
I thought of her frequently and fondly, always supposing 
that she had married Davie Towner, and picturing her 
as a happy wife and a proud mother. 

Imagine my surprise, one day last year, to recognize 
Sallie’s face among the old ladies in our church home in 
Des Moines, when I went there to call, with some of 
the other members of our Aid Society. We went over 
on Mothers’ Day with some flowers and candy, and as 
1 was passing around the parlor I thought I saw a 
familiar face. We both stared, and then we threw our 
arms around each other’s neck, and kissed and cried. 
Right away, I looked at her third finger to see the gold 
band, but it was bare. Of course I never asked any 
questions, for I consider some places too sacred for even 
the oldest of friends to intrude, but I always wondered 
why her romance didn’t ripen to maturity, as every one 
anticipated, and as they themselves expected. 


- “No, I won't! I might | 
4 forgive him if I did. 
n Put it back, and just 
leave me for a while.” 
| 
and TIhen— > 
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Always cheery, with a word of encouragement to the afflicted—that was the 


life of “Auntie Perkins.” 


[ went to see Sallie regularly each week after that day, 
and although we discussed old times freely and she told 
me all about the financial reverses that had resulted in 
her application for entrance to the Home, she carefully 
refrained from talk about her broken engagement with 
Davie. I remembered, to be sure, that they had a falling 
out just before | moved away, but I presumed it was 
merely a lovers’ quarrel, soon to be made up with a 
kiss. Several times, during our visits, we mentioned his 
name, for we could not very well recall the home-town 
and the home-folks without including him in the con- 
versation. Although she smiled wistfully, at each men- 
tion of his name, she never said more than this: “Poor 
Davie! He was such a good boy; but oh, so proud and 
stubborn !” 


T THAT I smiled, for pride and stubbornness were 

the nearest kin to faults that could be pinned to 

Sallie Perkins’ character. A mighty sweet little woman, 

and as good as gold, but with the pride of Lucifer 
himself ! 

Sallie Perkins was the prettiest girl attending that 
little church on the corner, among the maples. Every- 
body loved her. Wherever she went she was the leader 
of all the life and fun. She never was frivolous, even 
by the standards of those sober days. For all her beauty 


and popularity among young people, she was never 
spoiled. She had no ambitious desire for a career, nor for 


worldly success; all she wanted was to love and to be 
loved, and to make every one around her happy. 

Sallie lived alone with her mother, Widow Perkins, 
as she had always been called in our town since her 
husband fell in one of the early battles of the Civil War. 
Theirs was a modest little home of white frame, with 
a fence and gate and yellow roses and big purple lilacs 
blooming in the early summer, and later, honeysuckle, 
bleeding-hearts, Sweet William, and pinks. From our 
earliest days, when we started to Primary, and went to 
birthday parties, played “Post Office,” and all the rest, 

it was known that Davie Towner was “sweet” 
on Sallie Perkins. They had been playmates 
since the days of pinafores and kilts. As 
\) they went along through the grammar school 
grades, always rivals for the highest marks, 
he became known as her “beau.” [ven at 
Sunday-school picnics his plate was placed 


beside hers. 


T SEEMS only yesterday that Sallie came 
running over to our house, across the 
street, to confide what had taken place the 
night before. She was all blushes and 
flutterings. On the way home from prayer- 
meeting, she said, Davie had put his arm 
around her waist and asked her to be his 
wife. “And he kissed me, too,” she told me; 
“and it was different from any of the kisses 
I've ever had, at games, or sleigh-rides 
This was so serious, so manly, and, oh, so 
determined. I can't explain it, but it made 
me feel all grown-up and womanly, and I 
knew right away that I wanted to 
be his wife—for always.” 

I was so glad to be the first to 
know of her joy, besides her mother, 
and I kissed her and wished her 


the greatest of happiness. Then we 
discussed the virtues of young 
Davie, and my own sweetheart, 


after the manner of young girls in 
love. You see, I was engaged at 
that time, too, and I felt free to 
advise my chum regarding the mysterious delights of 
being betrothed. 

They were both so young, with so many years ahead 
of them before they could marry, that it was decided 
wise not to reveal their engagement at that time. In a 
few weeks Davie left her to attend the Theological Sem- 
inary——for to Sallie’s great joy he had decided to study 
for the ministry—and after his absence I could see that 
Sallie had changed from the carefree girl of the previous 
year. She was carrying the secret of their betrothal 
with mature pride. 

Then came lonely days. Nearly every afternoon she 
would slip over to our house, hiding .some needlework 
in a small parcel. There we would sit, by the kitchen 
range or beside the hard coal burner in the front room, 
sewing on pretties for ourselves and our homes. When 
| recall the plain, practical, heavy garments of those 
bygone days and compare them to the crepe and silk 
flimsies of today’s trousseaux, I sometimes wonder if it 
wouldn’t be more fun too be a bride in these days when 
sheer attractiveness is rated higher than long wearing 
qualities. Be that as it may, Sallie and I thought the 
products of our needles were quite the most beautiful 
creations that any engaged girls had ever possessed, and 
we dreamed dreams of love while we sat with one hand 
on the needle and the other in Mother’s cookie jar. And 
oh, how thankful I am to record that mine have all come 
true! How empty my life would be to look back upon, 
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if it had not been for the ever comforting companionship 
of the man who has remained my lover through more 
than a half century of marriage. 


S MY chum and I sat through those winter after- 

noons, working with needle, crochet hook, and 
tatting shuttle, we talked over every phase of the destinies 
that lay ahead. In her dream, it was the church parson- 
age she visioned. There she would always help Davie, 
cheering and sustaining him in his difficult work. For 
in the country preacher’s life, in the early days of lowa, 
many hard things. taxed the courage and faith of man 
and woman. Many.a clergyman’s wife earned at least 
two jeweled, heavenly crowns. 

All this Sallie faced with eager loyalty. Often she 
hummed as her needle flew, and she counted the passing 
days of the calendar. Soon her sweetheart would be 
through college. Then would be the day, as he promised, 
that all their world should know he had chosen her for 
his wife. 

The months at the Seminary had improved Davie, both 
in looks and manners, and no wonder that Sallie gazed 
at him with open-faced adoration, whenever they were 
seen together. She did not come over to sew as fre- 
quently now, for she spent many of her free hours with 
him; but when we did have moments to exchange in- 
timate confidences I could see how completely love had 
absorbed her. Her face was positively radiant on all 


At eleven o'clock 
Uncle John fell 
asleep, and I 
took from his 
rigid hands the 
gun that had 
held us captive. 


occasions and Davie, himself, went around with a most 
non-ministerial whistle. 

April had come to Iowa. In May, Sarah and David 
were to be married, and all the town began making prep- 
arations for the wedding. Presents were to be selected ; 
many new dresses to be made. To David had come the 
surprising joy of assignment in our own church, and he 
was even now living by himself, “batching it” as we 
called it, in the renovated parsonage. 

Sallie was in a flutter all the time and her mother 
seemed only slightly less excited at the anticipation of 
her daughter’s splendid marriage. Many small parties 
were planned in their honor, but most important of all 
was the “sociable” at the church, to be given by the 
Ladies’ Guild for the young minister and his bride-to-be. 

How we all had worked getting the dress ready for that 
occasion! After consultation with our mothers, we had 
decided upon pink albatross for Sallie's dress, and gray 
cashmere for Mrs. Perkins. And how we had studied 
and restudied the pages of the fashion sheets of our 
day—borrowed from the town’s most expensive dress- 
maker-—before we had dared put scissors to the beautiful 
materials ! 


EN Sallie tried hers on for the final adjustment 
of ripples and folds, how her face did reflect its 

hue of rose! 
Sallie had made me promise to [Turn to page 86] 
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OW far will a woman go for the man she loves? 
H All the long length of hell. That's how far. 
| know. 

Yet, if it were given me all to choose once more, I 
would travel again each step of that torturesome path 
for the joy of the love that was mine. 

But let me go back to the beginning and tell my story 
just as it happened. 


* * * * * 


It was the dream-time of day. I leaned back against 
the rough logs of the cabin and gazed down the narrow 
valley. The sun had long ago disappeared behind the 
high, red-brown walls of the canyons and the Colorado 
evening shadows were beginning to play strange tricks 
with the jagged rocks outlined sharply against rose and 
orange clouds. 

] spread out the piece of paper in my hand. In spite 
of its worn state and the waning light, I could still make 
out that skyline, every inch of which I could see with 
my eyes closed—as it looked in the Sunday supplement. 

That huge flat mass of buildings at the end of the 
island with the towers rising beyond them! The Singer 
Building, Clayton had called that softly rounded one. 
That pyramid of stone was the Bankers’ Trust. That 
one, the highest of them all, rising exquisitely slender 
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So He Called Me 


Then the ride across the 
moonlit waters of the 
lower harbor of Staten 


Island. 


against the sky, the Woolworth Tower. I knew them 
all by heart. 

Again I looked down the valley. 

That great, upstanding rock at the river’s sharp bend 
—the Sentinel I had always heard it called. But as its 
hard red and brown softened to purple against the paling 
sky, | recognized it as the Woolworth Tower. And in 
the Pyramid I saw the Bankers’ Trust, while the curving 
mound of the beehive became the Singer Building. 

Then, as all the browns and reds blended in the fading 
light into dusky blues, my dream towers rose ever more 
clear and vivid. The rush of the swift river over its rocky 
bed down behind the barn became the distant roar of the 
city, that indefinable sound from which Clayton said no 
one ever escaped in Manhattan. 

AGIC island of marvelous, New York! How I 
longed to see it for myself! 

I was so completely absorbed in my dreams that I did 
not notice the man who slid from his saddle and drop 
the reins over his horse’s head at the side of the cabin. 

“Hello, Annie,” he called. 

I was surprised to find myself irritated at that slight 
bow of his knees. I had never noticed it before. Why 
should it bother me_now? Then it came to me that I 
had never seen knees without that slight bend till Clayton 
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And Just 
Because 
I Loved 
Him 1 
Belteved 
In Him. 


Then Bob 
Came Back— 


had come. What had come over me of late? 

“Hello, Bob,” I answered, hastening to 
fold the newspaper picture away from sight. 

“Lookin’ at that again?” he finally asked, 
tilting the chair he had taken against the 
cabin wall. 

“Yes,” I answered. 

I felt a slight flush on my cheeks and knew he was 
watching me uneasily. 

I could hardly remember the time when I had not 
been conscious of the eager hunger in Bob’s eyes when- 
ever he looked at me. There was that old look in them 
now. Ever since I had been old enough to think about 
such things, I had felt him watching me. I had believed 
that I cared; I had been sure my heart beat a little faster 
at _ step, at his voice—until Clayton had come into our 
valley. 

“Got fancy new names for all our old rocks?” he 
asked. I sensed the sharp edge he tried to’ keep off his 
voice. 

Shyly I looked up at him. He seemed to be fighting 
his way straight through the depths of my eyes to the 
heart really back of them. Only a few weeks ago I had 
been sure it was all for him. But now .:. 

“Some of them,” I answered. Then apparently for the 
sheer joy of watching me he sat back and listened while 


“You're goin’ back with 

me to Aunt Cissie, Annie. 

She’ll be awful proud to 
hear about him—” 


I named them over. Suddenly I felt myself flushing. 

“You think it’s silly?” I stopped to ask. And the hot 
color seemed to leave my face. 

| never thought anything you ever done was silly, 
Annie,” he said slowly. 

I must have felt something of the desire in his eyes, 
for I turned from my skyline, half-frightened. 

“Annie,” he said, bringing his chair abruptly down 
on its four legs and drawing it close to my own. He 
reached for one of my hands. 

“You was eighteen yesterday, Annie, and—Annie, you 
must know what I been waitin’ all these years to tell 
you, ever since you was a little kid and I used to lift 
you up on the saddle with me. I’m only twenty-nine, 
Annie; that’s not so awful old, it it? And I’m just 
plain crazy ‘bout you, Annie. 

“Oh, Annie, I know you love me! I know you do!” 
Even his own ears must have detected the note of fear 
as he repeated the words, for he hurried on. “You will 
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I've waited so long and 


marry me, won't you, Annie? 

I’ve watched you, Annie.” 

“Don't, Bob! Please don’t,” I cried. “I can't 
bear———"’ I brushed a sleeve across my eyes without 
finishing my words. 

“You mean you don’t love me?” he asked in a flat, 
dull voice. 

“That’s what makes it so hard,” I answered with a 
little catch in my throat. “I love you so much. But— 
not that way.” 


OU mean it’s him—that Clayton fellow that’s been 
out here the last month fillin’ you up on New York 
and his big ideas?” he finally asked. He let go my hand, 
while he watched the telltale flush rise to my cheeks. 
“Annie, you’re not—engaged’”” The words choked 
in his throat. 
I nodded without meeting his eye. 
“Does your Aunt Cissie know ?” he asked. 
“Not yet. I’m ‘fraid she'll feel bad at my leaving 
her, so 1 wasn’t going to tell 
her till we were ready to go. 


looked up at him. I wondered how I ever could have 
thought the wonderful something that I felt in .my 
heart had been growing for him. A fleeting second—then 
the thought of my strange new love swept over me. 

With the same straight look he had known from baby- 
hood I kissed him. 


* * * * * + * 


New York was wonderful! And how wonderful it 
seemed to a girl like me, who had never before been out- 
side her home valley! Still more marvelous was the joy 
of those first weeks that burned with a happiness so 
great that it hurts even now to think of it! How com- 
pletely we belonged to each other, Clayton and I! How 
entirely one we were! Y 

He found great delight in taking me about, and show- 
ing me the rushing, hurrying crowds, the roaring sub- 
way, all the life of the city so strangely new to me. 
Home from the office as fast as he could come evenings, 
and back at the last moment mornings! Every minute 

away from his Annie was just 
so much lost from life, he 


Clayton thought it would keep 
her from worrying ‘bout it 
beforehand.” 

“Maybe,” answered Bob 
doubtfully. “But she'd sure 
want to know long enough 
ahead to make a cake and get 
some things ready for the 


weddin’.” “There, there, Annie— 
he never felt it at all. 
was sure just thinkin’ of 
you; even that last minute 
he was smilin’ 


“Oh, we're not going to be 
married here!” I answered 
quickly. “We're going to the 
Springs. Clayton knows a 
fine minister there.” 

“The Springs preacher can't 
be no finer than the Reverend 
down the valley. I'll fetch him 
up and you have your weddin’ 
right here at home, Annie,” 
he replied. 

“I’m not sure Clayton would 
like it that way,” I said doubt- 
fully 

“[ am,” he answered firmly. 
“Maybe that’s him comin’ up 
the road now. I’m goin’ that 
way and I'll just tell him "bout 
my gettin’ the Reverend.” 


proud of 


From far off Bob seemed 
to be talking. 
caught the words. 


“Yessir, Annie, you sure 
loved a man you can be 


Bob choked then and 
couldn't go on. 


always said. And how I 
poured out my heart to him in 
complete adoration ! 

On sultry nights we would 
ride down to the Battery on 
the rear seat of an open street 
car. Then, as it rattled on 
through the deserted blocks of 
lower Broadway, I would 
reach over with a little shiver 
of delight to whisper in his 
ear, as | looked up at the dark 
walls towering above us on 
either side. 

“Like the valley between the 
canyons at home, isn’t it ?”’ 

Then the ride across the 
moonlit waters of the lower 
harbor to Staten Island! We 
always stood at the forward 
end of the ferry coming back, 
for I never tired of watching 
the skyline. 

In those late night hours, 
with all the great office build- 
ings of lower Manhattan dark 
and deserted, how unbelievably 
like the old towering rocks at 


Then I 


He 


Then when | still seemed 
unconvinced, he added, “That’s 
sure the way Aunt Cissie’d like to have it, Annie.’ 

“You think so?” I asked; then added tremulously, 
“Oh, Bob, you will be good to Aunt Cissie and take care 
of her, won't you? You are the only folks I’ve got.” 

“Sure I will,” he answered and cleared his throat. 
“Don’t you go be thinkin’ now "bout gettin’ homesick. 
You know Aunt Cissie and Bob'll always be talkin’ "bout 
you and writin’ you. Maybe sometime we might even 
come visit you. Aunt Cissie’d sure have a great time 
in New York. Guess I'd better be goin’ along. Only 
don't forget what I told you, Annie, he added earnestly, 
as he placed his broad hands on my shoulders and turned 
me toward him. “I’m just plain crazy ‘bout you and 
always will be.” 

“T'll remember,” I said softly. 

“Good-night, Annie. You'll kiss me, Annie, won't 
you, like you always done all your life?” 

I am sure he tried not to let what he had said make 
any difference on his part. But in spite of his efforts, 


I felt his hands tighten their hold on my shoulders. I 
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home it was! A lump always 
came in my throat as I watched 
that skyline, for I always saw in it the sharply rising 
Pyramid, the gently curving Beehive of far-off Colorado. 
There at the Battery was the old Indian trail up the 
canyon back of the cabin. Above, in the sky’s dusky 
canopy, the same bright stars hung out their blinking 
lights. Even old Sentinel stood guard over all. 

And as the deep rumbling voice of the city called out 
to us from the nearing shore . . . if I closed my eyes 
I felt I could run right down to the river behind the 
ae , Surely, I heard Aunt Cissie calling. Dear Aunt 

issie 


ND here I always felt Clayton’s hand close on mine. 
‘And as he smiled down into my eyes, the valley 
with its towering walls would fade away into the towers 
of Manhattan. And as I gazed at their powerful beauty, 
1 would name the huge buildings over. 
Deliriously, unbelievably perfect were those first 
weeks ! 
Then came the Saturday night when as a special 
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‘Lookin’ at that again?”’ he finally asked. I felt a slight flush on my cheeks and knew he was watching me uricasily. 


treat he took me to an Italian restaurant. How my 
heart beat with the fun of it all! The crude paintings 
on the rough brick walls, the tree growing strangely 
up through the roof, the women daintily blowing smoke 
from their cigarettes, the sweezy, squeaky orchestra— 
and cheese in the soup! Yards and yards of spaghetti! 
Then, as a crowning innovation, wine was served in 
heavy old coffee cups. 

To a girl, raised on a diet of ham and “sunny-side-up,” 
varied with slabs cut from a quarter of beef mellowed 
on a limb of the big tree reaching out over the cool 
river behind the barn, this was a strange and wonderful 
feast. 

How I laughed at my young husband’s earnestness 
when he leaned across the table before tasting his wine 
and asked: 

“You're sure you don’t mind my having this with my 
dinner, Annie?” 

“Looks like everybody else is having some. It must 
be the thing to do, all right,” I whispered. : 

“That’s not what I mean, dear. You've not forgotten 
what | told you before we were married, have you, 
Skyline Annie?” he asked, with that caress of voice on 
his favorite name for me to which I always thrilled. 
“How I took the cure once?” 

“I’ve not forgotten,” I replied quickly ; “I don’t believe 


I've forgotten anything you ever told me. What of it?” 
“It was three years ago and I’ve never even wanted any 
since. I'd never have asked you to marry me, if I had. 
You know that, don’t you, Skyline Annie?” he asked. 
“You know I'd never hurt you, don’t you, dear?” 
There was a strange note of pleading in his voice as 
he reached for my hand under the table d’hote damask. 


UT if you're sure you don’t mind,” he continued. 
“A dinner like this ish’t much without red ink.” 

“I’m sure,” I replied. 

“Four weeks!” he whispered. 

“Our wedding was lovely,” I murmured. 

He looked long and deep into my eyes before he let 
go my hand and finally spoke. 

“I’ve always been glad we were married out there 
with Aunt Cissie like we did,”’ he said. 

“Instead of at the Springs?” [| asked. 

“I’m afraid it might not have been the same—at the 
Springs,” he replied. He looked at me as if he could 
never see-enough of the love in my face before he con- 
tinued. “Four weeks my Skyline Annie’s been mine! 
Four weeks nearer heaven than | thought I’d ever get.” 
Then he raised his glass. “Here's to our anniversary.” 

With love and and trust in his eyes he drank to the day. 

On the way home we stopped ata [Turn to page 113] 
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Many Girls Have Written 


Shall 


That [Fe Belteve It Has Become 


AM not foolish enough to imagine for an instant 
| that the problem with which I am wrestling just now 

is confined to myself. I suppose that at this very 
moment thousands of other young girls are trying to 
solve the same difficulty. Unfortunately, we women 
are far too reticent and hypocritical among ourselves 
with respect to such vital topics. 

I have appealed to my married sister. I have even 
tried to find out how my vivacious “kid” sister is solving 
the problem for herself. But all in vain. The only con- 
clusion that I have reached so far is that I will have 
to make my own decision before 
Bob calls again. Perhaps his call 


I never have been able to keep a fellow—that is, one 
who amounted to anything, and one [ wanted to keep. 
Things go very well until we begin to get well acquainted, 
and then, well, | am thrown aside for some reckless 
little “petter’’ who can’t compare with me in looks or 
anything else worth while. 

It may be that I am a born old maid. 
am a coward at heart and am afraid to take a chance. It 
isn't-that I’m cold-blooded, or anything of the kind. On 
the contrary, I think I am rather a passionate type. 
Much of my trouble is probably due to the fact that I 

have lived with my grandmother 
since I was a little five-year old 


Or perhaps I 


will be the last. It has occurred 
to me that a frank discussion of 
my trouble may enable me to 
make up my mind and may. help 
other girls who find themselves 
similarly situated. 

I am twenty-two years old and 
I say it with frank regret, still 
single. Outwardly, I guess I 
look very much like other girls. 
Maybe I am good-looking. | 
know I have a good figure and 
that I am at least as attractive as 
the average girl. I keep up with 
the styles and wear the very best 
clothes that I can afford. My 
stockings, for instance, cost me 
six dollars a pair. The slippers 
I am wearing now cost me fifteen 
dollars. 

Yes, | am very much up-to- 


“I never have been able to 
keep a fellow—that is, one 
who amounted to anything, 
and one I wanted to keep. 


“Things go very well until 
we begin to get acquatnted, 
and then, well, I am thrown 
aside for some reckless little 
‘petter’ who can’t compare 
with me in looks or anything 
else worth while.” 


tot. Grandmother is a widow and 
was lonesome, so mother let her 
have me to keep her company. 

My grandmother is a wonder- 
ful woman. I love her dearly. 
But she is a dyed-in the-wool 
stickler for old-fashioned things. 
When I was growing up, she took 
the greatest of pains to'impress 
on my plastic consciousness the 
axiom that men never marry girls 
with whom they can get familiar. 
And so I grew up to have a hor- 
rible dread of becoming any 
man’s plaything. 

I don’t want anyone to get the 
idea that I am a Puritan. Far 
from it. I like to dance, am not 
averse to an occasional little kiss 
or hug with the right person, and 
could never be called bashful. 


date, except in one respect: I 

don’t “pet.”” I don't allow fel- 

lows to get familiar with me, even on extended acquain- 
tance. Perhaps I am making a mistake. That is the 
point I am trying to determine just now. 

Since I was fourteen I have had more fellows than | 
can conveniently remember. One by one they have all 
strayed away. Oh, yes, they fell for me at first quickly 
enough. Perhaps it was my six-dollar silk stockings and 
the other pretty things I wear. Perhaps it was the way 
I wore them. Anyhow, I have no complaint to make 
about getting acquainted with and making a good first 
impression on members of the other sex. 
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But, goodness knows, there’s a 
lot of difference between an inno- 
cent little kiss and the prolonged “petting’””—which seems 
to stamp a modern girl as “a good sport.”” Holding true 
to the ideals which my grandmother has taught me, | 
have never competed with these girls who are in every 
sense thoroughly modern. 

Theoretically, a girl like myself is supposed to win the 
undying respect and love of every right-thinking man 
who comes her way. It sounds well enough, but it 
doesn’t work out. I am proud to say that I am not 
small-minded enough to brand all the iP sans who have 
attempted intimacy with me as worthless, or even 


Serious 


“Irma, how in the world 
do you manage to keep 
all these boys so crazy 
over you?” 

“‘What’s the idea? Jeal- 
ous?” 


immoral. I realize that 
men are human and that a 
pretty girl is a temptation. 

On the other hand, girls 
who play with fire are sup- 
posed to get so horribly disfigured 
by it that their lives are ruined. 
Yet, I know ever so many girls who 
have secured good husbands by. acting 
positively “wild.” Some of these same 
girls have taken fellows away from me. What 
could I do? The same as they were doing? Yes, 
but I shrink from forsaking my ideals, and so, while I 
am still single and rather miserable right now, these girls 
have good husbands, little babies, and nice homes. So 
much for my old-fashigned ideals! 


REALIZE that I am getting older every day, that 
my chances of marrying happily are dwindling with 

the passing hours. And so I have decided that it is 
about time for me to do something. 1 know that if | 
persist in being a ‘stick’ I will lose Bob. I love Bob 
with my heart and soul. If he goes, I do not know how 
I can ever hope to be happy again. At the same time, | 
do not want to make a mistake which can never be cor- 
rected. If I only had a confidant, a close friend, things 
would be so much easier for me, but I have always kept 
very much to myself. Oh, yes, I have plenty of girl 
friends but none to whom I can go for advice in my 
present quandary. 

I visited my married sister a few days ago. 

“You're happy with Jim, aren’t you, Dorothy?” | 
asked her. 

She looked at me as if I were crazy. 

“Silly, of course I am,” she said with a yawn, stretch- 
ing out lazily in her comfortable chair and putting the 
magazine she had been reading aside. “Trying to kid me?” 


“No,” I replied. “I just thought I wanted to know.” 


“Well,” she said in a matter-of-fact way, “you didn’t 
have to ask me. Just use your eyes. Take a look at my 
new fur coat and then help me eat a few of these choco- 
lates Jim brought home last night. Draw your own 
conclusions. What's the matter? Do I look over- 
worked 

One careless glance at my sister was enough to assure 
the most skeptical that she was far from that. Poor 
Dorothy! Work would have done her good. But Jim 
wouldn't allow her to lift her hand. She might hurt 
herself or get tired. And here she was, stretched out in 
her deeply upholstered lounging chair, going rapidly into 
plumpness. Dot was actually developing a double chin. 
As for happiness, she was satiated with it. No, my 
sister wasn't getting wrinkles. 

“Just how familiar were you and Jim before you were 
married ?’’ was my next rather poorly phrased question. 

For a moment she eyed me blankly, as if she did not 
believe her ears. Then she sprang to her feet with an 
agility of which I would not have deemed her capable 
and faced me with mingled anger and seeming appre- 
hension in every feature. 

“Who's been talking?” she demanded hotly. “What 
have you heard? I don’t see how [Turn to page 102] 


About This Problem 


FOREIGN port on the coast of China is the most 
unnatural thing on earth. Laid out with a gener- 
osity which the Oriental never allows himself, 11 
seems to offer in the general aspect of its western archi- 
tecture and its wide and cleanly streets, the security of 
the familiar in a foreign land. But native quarters press 
it on all sides, teeming with dark and tempestuous life; 
sights and sounds and smells hang over it, forever alien 
and strangely disquieting to the Occidental ; yellow men 
and black and brown rub elbows with white on its 
streets. Most of all, it is unnatural in its vast preponder- 
ance of white men over white women. Into one of the 
black and subterranean currents which some argue are 
necessary to nourish this transplanted civilization of ours, 
| was plunged abruptly in Hong-Kong, in the year 191, 
and in it I was nearly lost. 
| was nineteen at the time, and was by no means 
as inexperienced and ignorant of life as my years wouid 
normally imply. Women, foreign as well as native, ma- 
ture early in the Orient. | had danced and sung in public 
in most of the large cities, all the way from Tokio to 
Sydney, ever since | was sixteen. I knew something 
about white slavery in that part of the world; knew that 
the grim details which the incredulous are always so 
anxious to make light of, are in fact grim and horrible. 
Vice, both expensive and cheap, flourishes in the Orient 
like a plant in tropical heat, and since white girls are 
rare, they are imported from other more profitable fields 
of recruiting—from Paris and Vienna and South Amer- 
ica: from New York and San Francisco—girls both cheap 
and expensive. An international trade, the machinery for 
which runs on greased wheels, it is yet true that the un- 
wary and the innocent are sometimes caught in its cogs. 
It was five to six days to Hong-Kong, and the cloudless 
skies and long smooth swell of the Pacific were unspeak- 
ably monotonous. There were few passengers on board, 
and among them I found only two to be congenial com- 
panions. Miss Waldon was a girl perhaps five or six 
years older than [, and much more austere in tempera- 
ment. She affected a severity in dress which amused me, 
and which | incidentally felt served as a foil for my more 
inconsequential gaities. We walked a good deal to- 
gether on deck, chiefly after sun-down, and her conver- 
sation was frank and as sensible as she looked. She was 
traveling alone, and was eventually joining a brother in 
lientsin. Various associates and friends of his were 
meeting her along the way and giving her a good time. 


HE second person, also a woman, was much more 

sophisticated and wordly, and at the same time fitted 
my mood much better. Mrs. Bell was quite old enough 
to be my mother: was, in fact, she said, the mother of 
five daughters, but in her attitude to younger women 
there was curiously little of the maternal. She was tall, 
with a fair and very beautiful complexion and large dark 
eyes; but the feature which gave her marked distinction, 
was her snow-white hair. In my eyes she had a little 
of the glamour of a lady who had stepped down out of 
that most indulgent and perverted court of Madame de 
Pompadour, where the freshest faces were framed in 
hair as luxuriant and as white as hers. We seemed to be 
mutually attracted to each other ; we chatted and laughed 
a great deal; we exchanged anecdotes of our experiences 
in the East. She told me she had been married three 


“I think I told you that I had been 


times and was just come from visiting one of her 
daughters in Manila; three more lived at home with her 
in Hong-Kong 

The time passed pleasantly then, thanks to these two, 
and the day came at last when we sailed into the harbor 
of Hong-Kong. 

Mrs. Bell and I, with our bags and wraps piled on the 
deck behind us, stood together at the rail, watching our 
approach to that singularly beautiful city. Against the 
bleak hills of the island, amd flanked by the dark huddle 
of native quarters, it blossomed in strata upon strata of 
gleaming white buildings, feathering out at the top in 
the detached villas and tropical gardens of the “Peak,” 
the English summer residence section. The rainy season 
was just over and the green was rank and lush. 
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married three times,’’ Mrs. Bell explained. ‘These girls are half-sisters.”’ 


Dingy trawlers, spic and span ocean-steamers, coast- 
wise vessels of all sizes and descriptions, were anchored 
in the channel. Flat, square-nosed sampans clung like 
leaches to our sides as we made our way slowly through 
the myriad of tiny craft that poled and scurried around 
the water-front. And before us, above the amazing 
congestion of docks and piers and jetties on the narrow 
strip of the “Praya,”’ the town rose precipitously, dazzling 
in the sunshine. I had seen it before, but it never lost 
its wonder and beauty for me. 

Mrs. Bell asked if I was expecting friends to meet me. 
| told her that I wasn’t, and then amused myself scanning 
the faces of the few foreigners who had gathered to 
meet the boat, thinking to pick out for myself at least 
one of her daughters—I was certain that any child of so 


striking a looking person as Mrs. Bell, would bear her 
some resemblance. There was no one, however, who 
even remotely fitted the case, as | at last told her, a little 
plaintive at my own stupidity. She gave me a quick look 
and then laughed, explaining that she had left Manila 
quite suddenly at the last, a week earlier than she ex- 
pected, so that no one knew that she was coming. She 
was looking forward to surprising them at home. 

We parted on the dock with all the manifestations of 
affection which such a sudden and concentrated intimacy 
often produces, and it was understood that I was to 
lunch with her in a few days at her home, and to meet 
her daughters. Miss Waldon and I put her and her 
luggage into a rickshaw and waited till she turned at the 
corner of the street to wave us a last good-bye. Then, 
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There were animal heads on the wall . . . and all the time the four white faces at the table watched me. 


in our own rickshaws, we started in the opposite direction 
for our hotel 

Two days after my arrival | danced at my hotel—an 
entertainment given at the expense of the United States 
(sovernment—and there | picked up the man | had been 
sent to “get.”” After that my days were full of engage- 
ments for lunch and tea and dinner, while I won his 
confidence. It is not always interesting, the detective 
game. A mere operator rarely knows either the begin- 
nings or the endings of his cases. I knew no more about 
this man than that he had aroused our Government's 
suspicions. Whether he carried information valuable to 
the enemy—and to us—by word of mouth or in writing, 
or whether he carried it at all, was for me to find out. 


BVILOUSLY I was very busy. Mrs. Bell gelephoned 

me frequently, but | could only chat, and postpone 
from day to day the time when I could lunch with her. 
We had our little joke over my inaccessibility, she saying 
she was not used to paying court so assiduously to a 
young lady who turned a deaf ear in her direction, in 
favor of mere theatrical and cabaret managers—which 
was the excuse | gave for my continued preoccupation. 
Twice she sent me flowers from her greenhouse, snap- 
dragon and larkspur as fine as any I have ever seen, and 
on one occasion a bunch of black Hamburg grapes. She 
was most cordial and | must own that I was really a 
little flattered by her attentions. She never left me her 
telephone number, always taking upon herself the initia- 
tive of calling me up 


So pleasant and considerable an impression did Mrs. 
Bell make upon me that several times in the interim be- 
tween landing and the day when I finally lunched with 
her, I inquired of various friends whom | ran across, if 
they knew her. But as there seemed to be several 
families of that name in the city, and | did not know 
the initials or address of Mrs. Bell, | never seemed to hit 
upon mutual acquaintances. 


ND then at last I got what I came for: some in- 
formation about the shipping of jute out of a 
Chinese port—a seemingly unimportant affair unless one 
remembered that jute bags, filled with sand, were the 
fortifications raised against each other by the armies of 
a world then at war. I forwarded the information to my 
chief, and nothing remained but to keep the man’s con- 
fidence, and to keep him on the spot till action could be 
taken. In the meantime I decided I could afford to take 
the greater part of a day for a purely social engagement, 
and accepted Mrs. Bell's invitation. The time was set 
for one o'clock, and I suggested that I bring Miss Waldon 
with me; she was leaving the next day for the north. 
Mrs. Bell professed herself delighted and then, for the 
first time, gave me her address. Her house was quite at 
the other end of the town, not as I had pictured it to 
myself, on the “Peak,” but in the suburban district known 
as Kowloon. She told me to allow as much as thirty 
minutes to get there. 
Miss Waldon was out just then. At twelve-thirty, 
when | was leaving, I tried her room again. She had 
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come in, but I found that she had an engagement to lunch 
with a young man, a friend of her brother’s. 

“Then come up for coffee with us at two o'clock,” I 
suggested. “Bring him along!” 

She agreed to this and I jotted down the address for 
her on a scrap of paper and saw her slip it into a purse. 
Then I called a taxi and departed. 

The heat was terrific. Even in the usual Chinese coast 
town, summer is bad enough, and if possible one keeps 
to the house through the noon hours. Hong-Kong is in 
a class by itself, and in the weeks following the rainfall 
the humidity is unspeakably awful. Here was I, setting 
out for half an hour’s ride in the very middle of the 
day—but there was nothing for it but to open my parasol 
and endure it as best | could! The streets in the com- 
mercial section near the hotel were comparatively empty, 
and at first we drove rapidly ; but even so, I could see the 
drops of perspiration start out on the neck of my Chinese 
driver, under his ridiculous foreign cap, and trickle slowly 
down under his blue coat collar. 

In a few minutes, from the open streets and familiar 
cleanliness, we dropped down across a corner of the 
Chinese town. Here we had to move slowly, and | got 


was almost gone. 


The young man who had come with Miss 
Waldon stood by the door. My strength 


my handkerchief to my nose and prayed that our way 
might not lie for long through that evil and tortuous 
street, through the congestion and the stench. Men and 
women and children crowded us on all sides; my ears 
were full of their flowing linguals and my nose of their 
thick, nauseating smells. But it was only for a moment 
and we were out again, on the long smooth boulevard to 
Kowloon, where there were no people and the air was 
sweet. The bamboos cast a feathery and futile shade 
along the edge of the road, and the sun beat mercilessly 
upon it. I sat back, closing my eyes against the glare, 
and began to realize how tired | was and how strenuous 
the past two weeks had been. Fatigue with me means a 
sudden depression of spirits and, in the course of time, 
a headache. I was sorry | had accepted this invitation, 
but it was too late to turn back. 

We stopped at last before a great house set back 
behind a tall clipped hedge. I paid my driver and went 
up the walk, which . was flanked with 
giant oleanders in tubs, climbed the 
marble steps, and rang the bell. 
Everything about the place was on 
a large | Turn to page 7x 
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I spoke a little word now and then. No, I wasn’t going out. 


OMETIMES when I cannot believe it is really | 

who have this story to remember, | need only go 

into the living-room and look at the tabouret where 
our telephone stands; there is a long scratch on the 
polished mahogany wood. 

| am almost thirty now, and have been married six 
years. Perhaps you would not call me pretty, and I’ve 
never thought I was, myself, but in the town where I was 
a girl | always had plenty of beaus. We lived in a small 
town in Ohio, and our house, like all the others on Main 
Street, stands in a garden of old-fashioned flowers, with 
a long lawn coming down to the very pavement. I was 
just the sort of sheltered, care-free girl you would expect 
to find laughing on the broad, shaded porch, or helping 
my mother in the big, prim rooms—waiting for the day 
when I'd marry, and have a home of my own exactly 
like the one I would leave. 

About marriage itself, and about life, I knew nothing. 
I'd read a little in books, and in the Literary Club, and 
seen the movies that came our way, but I think I was no 
different from most girls. I thought of the things in 
hooks and the things on the stage as having nothing 
whatever to do with real life. I knew only that now I 
was content, and that in time something called “marry- 
ing’’ would come to me. 

Because most of the boys in our town had gone away 
to try their luck in big cities, there was after awhile at 
our parties the same small group of men in the midst of 
the same large circle of girls. 

But one of the masculine minority singled me out. 
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Used to Go to School 

With Me! Used to 

Pull My Hair, and Carry 
My Books—and 

Steal My Pie. Now He 

Was Talking About a 

Lavender Bound Book 
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Then, in due time, Oliver asked me to come to the big 
house where he and his father lived alone. and to be its 
mistress and his wife. I knew I was lucky; I ought to 
be happy. 

I was happy—happy as the day was long. I loved my 
new home, and Oliver’s funny ways. I do not think 
anyone could have spent four years that were dearer to 
remember than those first four years of my married life. 

To be sure, Oliver and I had no children. And I had 
found that marriage wasn’t quite what I had thought it 
would be. It wasn’t a lovely burning glow, with your 
heart beating all day long in a sort of rhapsody. It was 
the good steady trudging along of things that went well, 
of a house pleasant and warm, and the increasing realiza- 
tion day by day that Oliver was a fine man—not stingy, 
like some of the husbands of women | knew; not 
cranky, as even my own father had been sometimes. He 
was from the beginning a truly model husband. 


He 


T TOOK me a little while to find that Oliver didn’t 

like demonstrativeness, as he called it. And, though I 
had always been a gay and laughing girl, he did not like 
me to be so as a wife. When I'd been a little girl I used 
to play with the small boys all the time, and even at 
high school I was a tomboy. I was a romantic tomboy, 
though, like most of the girls of my sort. I think I felt 
everything more intensely than the others did; that I had 
to run faster, laugh more joyously, dance more quickly, 
to express this inner spur that made me move always 
with expectation and wonder. 


I'd come to my marriage with this wonder and this 
dancing joyousness. But Oliver was different. He'd 
always been quiet and sedate to my dancing ways. He's 
a bit older than I. He’s tall, but not very robust, and | 
am small, but have never been ill a day in my life. I 


found that it was more than dignity which made Oliver 


so quiet, so sedate. I learned that too much movement, 
too much expression of affection, even, wearied Oliver 
and that he did not really like it. 

Gradually our marriage came to follow a sort of rule. 
I made it a point not to break that rule. If Oliver some- 
times caressed me in one of his rare and gentle moods, 
1 was gentle also. But I repressed my own affection for 
him; I never let him feel | was asking for his. If other 
women had met this same sort of situation I didn’t know, 
for of course I never spoke of it. I thought that as a 
dignified married woman | was rather vulgar to have been 
so exuberant, so full of vivid life, and then I acted more 
quietly with Oliver. I also became sedate and restrained, 
so far as I could manage. Oliver kissed me-softly one 
evening and told me I'd grown up at last. 

Then one evening he came home to tell me some news. 
He had an offer to go into partnership with a firm in 
Detroit. It meant heaps of money—success. 

Did I weep at this news, and plead with him not to 
leave the town and the house where we were so happy ? 
Well, I did burst out crying, but with excitement and 
delight. The city! It didn’t seem possible. 

How much more than my wildest dreams the city 
enchanted me! Oliver and | moved to a little apartment 


Elmer would 
look at Oliver 
lying frail and 
thin in his chair, 
and then he 
would look at 
me and smile. 


out on Boston Boulevard. | had always done my own 
cooking, as every respectable married woman in our 
little town at home does. Aid here there was no cooking 
to do at all, except to make pretty frivolous breakfasts, 
or suppers, if I wished. 

Oliver was so busy that sometimes we harily kissed 
in the mornings, and did not see one another until late 
in the evening. | spent the days at theatres, shops, and 
in the marvel of sights from street-cars and buses. 


FTER awhile, though, I became rather forlorn. It 

was lovely to see things, even to walk down-town 
and look in the windows. But alone, half the fun was 
gone. Oliver took me to a theatre once or twice. And 
we invariably had supper together, no matter at what 
hour he came home—sometimes not before midnight. 
Oliver was pretty tired then, and he’d yawn, sit silently 
munching sandwiches, and then he'd say: “Well, it’s 
bedtime, dear. Going to retire, or are you reading a 
while ?”” When I'd come in he would be lying fast asleep, 
worn out. 

I was pretty lonely. I turned to our “address book,”’ 
and looked up friends in Detroit. It is funny about 
friends. When they come to the home town everyone is 
so delighted to see them, all excited about their coming 
back, and all thrilled at the thought of seeing them. But 
when folks from home visit them in the city, it is so 
different. Not that they aren’t glad to see you. Not 
that, to me, they weren't sweet, and friendly, and inter- 
ested. But they were, oh, so busy. 
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In our home town the visit of someone frqm the city 
was one of the big things; in the city my coming to see 
an old friend had to be crowded into a life already full 
and thrilling. But one of my friends had time for me— 
Dotty King, who was in the advertising business. I saw 
her often. 

(One day I called on her, and in the vestibule someone 
looked at me, and looked again. Then the stranger—it 
was a man—said, “Why, how do you do, Tres!” 


© HAVE someone, a stranger in Detroit, call me 

by my given name was odd enough, but to pronounce 
it as they did at home was astonishing. I stared. I saw 
a broad-shouldered, young man, tall, not good-looking 
but rather impressive in a vital, vivid sort of way; he 
was well-dressed and had smiling keen eyes. 

His eyes laughed at the surprise in my own. 
you know Elmer? Elmer Bradley?” he asked. 

Elmer Bradley! He used to go to school with me! 
Used to pull my hair, and carry my books, and steal my 
pie at noon! He was my playmate at home, and my 
beau later in high school. “Tomboy Tres and Ellie 

sradley” had been a team of terror as youngsters. Elmer 
had gone to Chicago as a reporter, doing something very 
exciting on a newspaper during the war. And his folks 
said he'd written a play. His sister, Hattie, said he'd 
heen engaged, or something. 

It certainly was Elmer, though, grown so tall and big, 
and looking so interesting. It was funny, and I held his 
hand when he grabbed mine, and just stood and laughed, 
and talked and talked. He explained that he'd come to 
Detroit to get “another point of view,” forget what he’d 
done, and plan a new work. 

“And to think I found a little face from long ago, 


“Don’t 


Oliver is so awkward 
and stiff in the kitchen, 
so strange, that it 
made me laugh to see 
Elmer. 


first thing,” he smiled, holding my hands lightly in his. 
it was lovely to find myself with someone who was just 
like a brother. But it was not comfortable to see that the 
elevator boy was looking at Elmer holding my hands in 
the vestibule of Dot King’s fashionable apartment hotel. 
I pulled my fingers away, and when I| did, Elmer smiled 
a little, a curious smile that made it seem as if my draw- 
ing my hand away meant something deliberate, some- 
thing more than appeared. I blushed. 

I have never flirted, and I surely had no intention to 
do so with Elmer. He was just like a brother, a younger 
brother, too, for I was eight months and a week older 
than he! So | smiled a little, too, and said, with some 
spirit, “How big you have grown, Elmer! And to think 
| used to feel years older than you when you thought 
you had a crush on me at high school! Remember?” 

But he said nothing. 

Somehow that embarrassed me, especially his straight 
look right into my eyes, with his little smile at the end. | 
said, rather lamely,“Did you come to see Dot King, too?’ 

His smile came then, white and ready. ‘Good old Dot! 


Yes, I've seen her every time [ came to Detroit. I have 
a note from her to be here today.” 
But no one answered her bell when we rang. And 


then the elevator boy told us Miss King was called away 
for a little while, but had asked that if anyone called that 
they please wait. So we sat down on the deep red sofa 
in the vestibule, and waited. It seemed public to me, 
coming from our small town. But Elmer sat there as if 
he were in his own parlor above his dad's drug-store, 
talking, listening, smiling. 


OU’RE married, then?’ he asked. And then he 
added with that odd little smile of his: ““You don’t 
look married yet, 
Tres.” 

It made me laugh, 
but I flushed, too. It 
sounded strange to 
say. 
Then he began to 
speak about his work, 
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“Because I am longing for the day when we can all live in a house together,”” I answered. 


Stor 


She Wanted to Laugh; There Had Been Such 
a Long Time When She Didnt Know How 


” 


ND we shall go to America to make our fortune! 

can never be erased from my memory of Italy 
and my young husband. And we had come with highest 
hopes of his success as a musician. 

Those first three years! Our dreams of a baby Silvio 
and a baby Maria came true. But a dreadful disease so 
impaired my husband’s chance for success that we had 
to live a life of drudgery. At last, he was taken to a 
hospital and the children were taken to a Home. I was 
left with a kind neighbor. Another baby was coming. 
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After weeks of intense suffering my husban died. 

It was through John Street, a fellow countryman, that 
Silvio was given a decent burial. 

My baby was a girl. Though I was giveri very tender 
care at the hospital, | was reminded of my responsibilty 
as soon as I recovered. The two children in the Home, 
and the baby to care for! Just when I couldn't see a way 
to manage it all, a call came from a wealthy family, 
wanting to adopt my baby. It was for her sake that I 
finally consented. They took her away. 
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Part 11. 
OW long I lay there | do not know. I didn't 
cry. I was like a poor beaten animal. 
“Now, Mrs. Guidi,” said the sister. 
| looked up. There was a baby in her arms. But it 


wasn't mine. No one could ever have deceived me about 
my baby. 

Why this baby ? 

“We would like you to nurse this baby, Mrs. Guidi,” 
said the sister. “Her mother died, and she’s not doing 
very well on the bottle.” 

She laid the baby down by me. 


] put my arms around 


a 


And in my trunk was Silvio’s voilin. Perhaps some day my little Silvio might play it. 


it and a comfort came to me in having even someone 
else’s baby in my arms. Poor little motherless soul! 
It helped me to nurse that baby. 

Then the sisters planned for me. They arranged that 
i could go out for a year as a wet-nurse. In doing that, 
| would have good care, comfort, good food, and make 
high wages. This would give me an opportunity to get 
on my feet and plan for the future. 

The children were happy. The first day I left the 
hospital | went to see them—on my way to the big house 
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on Fifth Avenue where I was to take my new position. 

My duties kept me busy. The baby was sweet and 
dear. I grew very fond of him. And he grew and 
developed into a healthy baby. 


HE father and mother were so delighted that they 

gave me five dollars for every ounce he gained. 

I was feeding another's child! But I tried not to be 

bitter when I thought of my own darling baby. I can’t 

tell all that I suffered during that year. Each time I 

would take that baby in my arms I would close my eyes 
and dream it was mine. 

I got through it some way. 

And how kind those people 

were to me! They got me an 

assistant nurse so that I would 


7 not become fatigued. They 
% seemed so grateful to me, for 


when | went to that house the 

baby was a weak sickly little 

= thing. But when I left at the 

eo ee end of a year he was a fine 
strapping fellow. 

It was not easy—the parting 
when I left there. I loved the 
baby and the young mother 
loved me, and depended vn 
me. 

I was ready to leave. They 
were waiting for me in the 
sitting-room. Of course they 
were very rich people, but 
sometimes that does not make 
such people realize just what 
happiness they can give in life. 
But this dear young lady and 
gentleman did. 

When I shook hands with 

‘ them, the young mother threw 
= her arms around me, and 
kissed me. 

Then the father shook hands 
with me and put an envelope 
into my hand and said: 

“Here, Maria, this will keep 


. you going for a while. We are 
B very grateful to you.” 
I brushed away a. tear, 


thanked him, and went right 

straight to the Home where 

my children were. When I 

% was waiting for them—and 

could anything be more won- 

derful than to be able to spend 

a whole day with them?—l 
opened the envelope. 

There was a check for a 
thousand dollars. I almost 
fainted as I held it in my trem- 
bling fingers. 

“*This will keep you going 
for a time.’ ” 

I inwardly thanked God for my blessings. I was happy! 

This was the first time in several years that I was 
able to spend a whole day with my children, and as | 
saw them come down the stairs in their freshly starched 
dresses and their little faces shining like two new silver 
dollars, my heart nearly burst with joy. When I felt their 
arms around my neck, tears of happiness flowed freely. 

Life was straightening out for me—but even with 
this dawn of security a leaden feeling came over me as 
I thought of that dear little soul who had come into my 
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I’m a man, Mama, 

‘m going to drive a strect-car, 

and every day I'll take you for 

a ride, and we'll live in a house 
all together.” 
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life and then left so shortly. “For her sake!” I kept 
saying 

| swallowed quickly and simply made the tears keep 
from falling from my eyes. Here was my life now 
with those two other dear children of Silvio’s and 
mune 


T WAS a beautiful spring day, and as I walked up 

the street to the corner to wait for the horse-car to 
take us up to the old Seventh Street Park, where I had 
planned for our outing—with a little hand in each of 
mine and hundreds of questions betng hurled at me each 
minute—-I laughed for the first time since Silvio had 
died 

1 laughed—a real laugh. 
when | heard it 

We got on the front seat of the horse-car, and what 
a wonderful time we had, jogging up town! I can hear 


I couldn't believe the sound 


the tinkle on the horses now, and the heavy clapping 
of their hoofs on the uneven cobble-stones. Soon we were 
seated on a grassy knoll, on the bank of a little pond. 
“When I’m a man, Mama, I’m going to drive a street- 
car,’ declared my little Silvio, “and every day I'll take 
you for a ride, and we'll live in a house all together.” 


I felt that I was in a safe harbor after a perilous journey 
44 


That’s was I wanted to do—to live in a house all 
together. The next thing was how to manage. 

We reached the park and | sat down on a bench. 
Silvio, of course, was perpetual motion. This was a great 
experience for him—to go on such a long expedition 
and on a street-car. He explored every nook and corner 
around us. But every once in a while he ran back, threw 
himself on my breast and hugged me with his strong 
little arms. 

But my little Maria. She was different. She snuggled 
up on my lap and seemed perfectly happy just to be 
with me. Even with Maria’s curly head on my shoulder 
there was another little head I wanted there, too. 1 must 
get over this, | determined. 


E ATE our lunch at a nearby restaurant and then 

went out into the sunshine of the park again. This 

was the very first time that I had time to sit down quietly 
and take stock of my life and decide on my next move. 
I didn’t want to bother the good people whose house 

I had just left, and, after all, they had provided against 
disaster for me. Besides the thousand dollars which the 
young father had so generously given me, | had managed 
to save most of my wages. I had had no expense because 
my mistress had 
dressed me for my 
work and had fitted 
me out with her 
dresses, which had 
scarcely been worn. 

My trunk had been 
sent to my old neigh- 
bor’s—to her of the 
artificial flowers. And 
with my trunk Sil- 
vio’s violin. Perhaps 
some day my little 
Silvio might play it. 
I was planning to 
spend the night with 
her and remain until 
I got settled. 

Tomorrow I would 
go to the savings 
bank and deposit my 
newly acquired for- 
tune and then look 
around. 

But where would 
I look? Be a nurse? 
That was about all I 
knew: how to care 
for babies. 

Babies! Again my 
own precious lamb 
that I hardly knew 
came into my mind. 
Why, she would be 
walking now. Per- 
haps she could form 
a word. I wondered 
what her name was. 
Just think, I had a 
gear little baby girl 
and I didn’t even 
know her name. 

Was she all right? 
Were they kind to 
her? Oh, surely no 
one, could be any- 
thing but kind to a 
[Turn to page 93] 


The Great 


im The Rover 


pening Ton igh 


His coming was announced on a spacious bill-board. 


Aunt Matey never went to a movie until last winter 
when she came to the city to visit me and Helen, my 
wife. Not that Meadowville is so benighted that they 
don't own a picture house, but Auntie never indulged. 
When she went with us to see “Alvie”’ she got an eye- 
full, for Aunty solved a mystery that had been puzzling 
her for thirty years—she learned something about her 
missing husband, and the young girl cousin who had 
disappeared at the same time. Some women would have 
fainted, but not Aunt Matey. She 
didn’t even mention it until we got 


I: MAY be hard to believe, but it is a fact that my 


the one who ought to know.”’ She spoke very deliberately. 

That which we had feared might happen to lonely old 
Aunt Matey had come to pass: she had lost her reason! 

She guessed what was in our minds and laughed: 
“No; I’m not insane,” she assured us. “What I am 
telling you is the gospel truth, and likely if 1’d been in the 
habit of going to the movies I’d have found it out long 
ago. Ab and Lily must have settled down somewhere, 
and probably raised a family, and this young picture actor 
is one of their kids. Soon as my eyes rested on him,- I 
knew he was Abner’s boy. Looks 
exactly like my husband did years 


home. 

“Know who that young feller in. 
the picture was, the one who did all 
the loving and kissing?” she asked 
me. 

“You mean the hero of the play? 
Why, that was Alvin Renault, the 
most popular male star before the 
public!” I] told her. “His rise has been 
simply phenomenal, and his salary is 
phenomenal, also.” 

“He deserves it, though, the dear! 


“One of my earliest 
recollections is going 


ago when folks used to say he was 
the handsomest man in the county. 
It was all I could do to keep from 
hollering out, and asking him where 
in time he had been keeping himself.” 


out to Aunt Matey’s “But,”” argued Helen, “a resem- 
for supper and look- 
ing at the red plush 


photograph album.” Matey. “His father’s father was an 


blance does not prove anything, and 
this young man’s parents are French 
—-at least his father is.” 

“French, your eye!’’ snorted Aunt 


Irish emigrant, and his mother’s 


my wife said. “I think he is just 
wonderful !” 
My better half is usually quite a sensible person, but 
Alvin Renault makes her talk like a silly, little flapper. 
Aunt Matey paid no attention to her remark. “His 
name may be Alvin—I’m not disputing that—but it ain't 
Renault ; in fact I don’t know as he has any right to the 
name of Smithers, either, but, seeing he’s Ab Smithers’ 
son, it’s the name he ought to have.”’ 
“You do not mean—your husband?” we chorused. 
“Sure do! That wonderful male star whose rise has 
been so phenomenal is the offspring of my husband, 
Abner Smithers, and the woman he left me for, and I'm 


father was a Swede.” 

“Even if you are so positive about 
his being the son of your husband, how can you be so 
sure that his mother is your cousin Lily?” 

“Well, naturally, seeing they ran away together I might 
suspect it,” replied Aunt Matey dryly. “And different 
expressions, such as the look on his face when he was 
coaxing the old lady in the play for money, made me 
think of Lily when she got around me with her wheedling 
ways ; and when he was angry, haven’t I seen those very 
expressions, such as the look on his face when he 
couldn't have his own way? The boy looks most like 
his father, though, even to his legs. I can’t exactly tel] 
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vou how it was that Abner’s long legs looked different 
from any other man’s legs, but it’s a fact they did; 
seemed to have a look of their own. When that actor 
came on the screen tonight, | would have known him if 
his head and face had been all covered up—just by his 
legs, and the way he walked 

\unt Matey settled back in the big chair, closed her 
eves and seemed to forget us. I wondered what thoughts 
were passing through her mind—grim, gritty old lady 
that she always has been. 

\fter a minute she jumped up, exclaiming: “Long 
past my bed-time. We'll talk more about this tomorrow, 


and I'll make my plans.” 
™, 1 aren't thinking of revenge at this late day, are 
you, Aunty?” | asked. 

\unt Matey regarded me sternly. ‘Young man,”’ she 
said, “don't interfere in what don’t concern you, and 
remember this: | was mightily wronged thirty vears ago. 
lhe trail leading to those who wronged me has been a 
long, long one, but, thank heaven, I can begin to see where 


““ I've been a long time finding you folks, and I’m mighty glad I’m through with the search.” 


She bade us good-night and closed the door. 
‘She evidently means business,” I said dolefully to my 
wife as we prepared for bed, “and there is no telling 


it ends.” 


what she will do. For thirty years she has gone about 
in her queer, quiet way, and she probably has it all 
planned out. Aunt Matey never cried or talked about 
her troubles, but she did a lot of thinking, and if Abner 
Smithers and Lily Morris are still alive they are due 
to get theirs. If ever.a woman got a dirty deal it was 
Aunt Matey!”’ 

“I know she did,” agreed my wife,”” but I should 
think hy this time she would be willing to forget. Just 
think how terrible it will be if she goes out there, or 
wherever they are, and—and—shoots them!” 

“Sure would be great publie¢ity for their son, Alvin,” 
[ said. 

| was thinking of that long ago time. It was in 1893, 
World Fair year, that Aunt Matey’s domestic tragedy 
occurred, and I remembered all the details well, though 
I was only a youngster of eight years. It had been the 
same old story—the husband tiring of the wife, and 

falling in love with the beautiful cousin to whom Aunt 

Matey had given a home. During the heated dis- 
cussions that took place after the elopement | 
remember hearing my mother say: “If they 
had just taken their worthless selves away 
it wouldn't have been quite so bad, but 
here they have robbed poor Matey 
of everything. Lily even took 
some of her best table-cloths and 

pieces of fancy work!” 
“And they are saying that 
Ab took all the cash Did 
he?” somebody would inquire. 

“Yes, indeed, every cent of 
the five thousand dollars 
that they got for the farm! 
Matey slaved and scrimped 
for ten years, and now those 
two have taken everything 
and left her with only her 
hands to make a living 
with!” 

I learned later that Abner 
Smithers in his youth was 
considered the handsomest, 
most talented young man in 
town. That he didn’t like to 
work wasn’t held against him 
because he was such “good 
company”; hence, when he 
chose for his wife plain little 
Matey Jones everybody was 
astonished. A few years 
after the marriage, however, 
public opinion changed. and 
people wondered why busy, 
sensible Matey put up with 
such a lazy, good-for-nothing 
husband, though they usually 
added to their criticism, “But 
he is so good-hearted, and 
such an entertaining fellow!” 


URING the first year of 

their marriage Aunt 
Matey and her husband 
bought a small farm adjoin- 
ing the village, the first pay- 
ment heing made with money 
earned by her as seamstress. 
If Abner had worked as he 
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should, it would not have taken long to finish paying 
for it, but he was, as always, “a good fellow.” and spent 
most of his time proving it. When a singer, a fiddler, 
or merely a master of ceremonies was needed, Abner 
was right there; but when milking time came, or the pigs 
got in the corn, it was Aunt Matey that was on the job. 
Lesides working like a slave inside and outside of the 
house, Aunty was village dressmaker. But she was 
determined that their home should be paid for, and didn't 
seem to mind the work. 

(ne of my earliest recollections is going to Aunt 
Matey’s and looking at the red plush photograph album. 
The most interesting part was that devoted to little 
Benjamin Smithers, Aunt Matey’s one and only child. He 
had died when he was five years old, and from the time 
he was three weeks old when his long skirts swept the 
floor until the week before he died, Aunt Matey had his 
picture taken every six months. The next to the last 
one showed him in “kilted skirts” —they kept them little 
girls longer in those days—and in the last one he wore 


There must have 
been a narrow 
streak of good 
in the man, for 
he, too, had 
valued the old- 
fashioned book 
which contained 
the pictures of 
the little son 
who had died. 


his first trousers, with a white waist which had an im- 
mense ruffled collar and cuffs to match. 

“Aunty must have liked her little boy, else she wouldn't 
have had his picture taken so much,” | remarked once 
to my mother, after a visit, adding: “But I should think 
she would talk about him once in a while.” 

“Aunt Matey isn’t the kind that talks much,” Mother 
replied. 


INALLY, after the little farm was all paid for, Abner 

succeeded in convincing his wife that he was becom- 
ing interested in raising and breeding cattle, and per- 
suaded her to sell out, so that they could buy a larger 
place. They received five thousand dollars, a very good 
price at that time. This included all the livestock. As so 
many banks were failing that summer, Abner suggested 
that they keep the money in the house and that they 
would invest it in another farm right away. But first 
he insisted that Matey should take a vacation. 

“\ week at the Fair will do you a world of good, and 
while you are gone Lily and I will get 
everything packed up ready to move,” he 
assured her. 

He kept his word about that at least, for 
he and Lil packed everything they could 
carry away in trunks, even taking, as 
Mother said, Aunt Matey’s “fancy work.” 
Gone too was the money, even to a little 
tin savings-bank in which Aunty kept 
nickels and dimes. 

The little woman seemed the least excited 
of any one, and quietly and uncomplain- 
ingly took up her work again. She went 
out sewing by the day when there was 
work of that kind to do, but those were 
the hard-time years, and quite often she 
was glad to get work of afiy kind-—wash- 
ing, scrubbing, and paper hanging. Once 
in a while she secured a job as nurse. As 
the years went on, and times got better. 
she obtained more nursing jobs, and grad- 
ually managed to save a little money which 
she shrewdly invested in wild land. Aunt 
Matey was a good business woman, as was 
shown by her selling the timber from her 
land for a big price, and later selling the 
land for three times what she paid for it. 
She always invested her money well; 
hence, after thirty years she again owned 
a littlke home, and was comfortably in- 
dependent, though far from rich. She 
would have had more money if she had 
not spent so much trying to find Abner 
Nobody understood why she was so per- 
sistent—whether it was love or hate that 
urged her on, but she made no secret of 
the fact that she had often hired detectives. 

“Just think,” my wife said the next 
morning as we waited for Aunt Matey to 
join us at breakfast, “if that awful story 
about ‘Alvie’s’ parents should get out he 
would be ruined.” 

“I should worry about handsome ‘Alvie’ 
and his career!” I snapped. “But I do 
hope Aunty won’t kick up too big‘a racket.”’ 

The door opened, and the one we were 
discussing came in smiling. In her arms 
she carried a number of late movie 
magazines. . 

“Look through these, will you, Jack, 
when you have time, and read the articles 
I have marked,” she [Turn to page 106| 
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One 
Evening 
Come 
WV hen 
Came 
the 

a Light 


Burning in 


I picked up a vase and hurled it at her. There was a shot. 


What Learned 


me. We were poor, but I had seven dolls when I was 

four years old. I have two of those dolls yet. The 
other five were my own handiwork, odd pieces of un- 
bleached muslin stuffed with cotton, with vague little 
faces crudely drawn with bits of charcoal. 

| was the youngest of a family of nine girls, and yet 
I'm sure Mother had the same welcome for me when I 
was born that she did for Elvira, my oldest sister. And 
Mother even adopted my little cousin, Ted, when a harsh 
Dakota winter swept away Aunt Libby. Little Ted made 
exactly ten! 

We were a happy family, and poor Dad never com- 
plained. He worked long hours every day in the thresh- 
ing season as “separator man,” and when the threshing 
season was over, he filled in as a freight brakeman on the 
Chicago & Northwestern Railway, which ran through our 
little South Dakota town. 

I cannot call Dad by name in this story, but even here I 
want him to have a sort of anonymous glory, like the 
Unknown Soldier, for he tought bravely ee us through 
those blistering Dakota summers and harsh winters. 

Anyone who has had a kind, sacrificing father may 
partly—never fully-—realize my feelings the night that 
Mother received the telegram from Fort Pierre. Dad 
had slipped from the icy roof of a cattle-car. Our happy 
days had started to crumble. We Prescotts would have to 
fight it out alone now. 


f THINK perhaps the maternal instinct was born in 


Father had been the oldest brakeman employed on 
that division, and the best liked—so much so that the 
railroad company paid us eight thousand dollars without 
a law-suit at all. Dad’s trainmen insurance brought the 
total up to about ten thousand. 

But this suddenly acquired wealth was poor balm for 
the humble Prescott family. Mother died less than a 


year later. “Heart,” the doctor said. A broken heart 
was our opinion. She and Dad had been sweethearts 
always. 


I did not believe that I could pass another Christmas 
in those surroundings. Elvira, who had been married 
for some time, wanted me to come to Sioux Falls and 
live with her. Another married sister who lived on a 
farm a few miles from Huron would also have been glad 
to take me in. But I had my mind set on New York, 
where Aunt Libby’s oldest daughter, Ruth, was doing 
rather well. She had written me that she had a position 
for me, and said to come on at once. 


Y ADOPTED brother, Ted, had turned out to be 
a studious boy. Shortly before I left I saw him 
off for the State University at Vermilion, on Dad’s 
insurance money. 
Perhaps, I dreamed, among those millions of men in 
the great city to which I was going—perhaps . . 
Ruth was at the station to greet me. We had made 
full arrangements by letter. “You will not recognize me, 
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Autumn 
Joe Didn't 
Home. 
Arline 
From 
Cabaret 
Was Still 
My Room— 


She finally tore herself free and came back with a revolver. 


mARLINE 


of course,” she had written, “but don’t worry—we’ll find 
each other. I'll be standing right in front of the news- 
stand at the Grand Central Station. Carry your smallest 
hag with you; we can have the other, junk sent later.” 


UT surely this glittering creature in front of the 

news-stand could not be Ruth. I had remembered 
her as a little urchin with wispy brown hair. And this 
modishly-dressed lady with the squirrel coat, who waited 
in front of the news-stand had auburn ringlets. 

However, brown-haired urchins, it seems, may grow 
into various types. It was Ruth, all right. I guess I 
was a little shocked. Bobbed hair was an exception in 
those days. Somehow, we didn’t think it was quite 
respectable. But a great deal of water has passed under 
the bridge since that gray fall day. 

If I was shocked at my cousin’s bobbed and hennaed 
hair, I was still more puzzled later that evening. I 
learned that Ruth had changed her name to Arline, and 
was singing in a cabaret, starting to work at nine o'clock 
at night and not getting home until two in the morning. 

Whatever faults Ruth—or Arline—may have had, she 
had a warm heart, and was honestly glad to see me. She 
had made arrangements for us to share a big parlor of 
an old-fashioned house on West Twenty-first Street. A 
lacquered screen in the corner divided the room so that 
we had a little kitchenette with a gas-plate, and there 
was festive. Even John Locke, who dabbled in short 


Somehow the atmosphere was not what my girlish fancy 
had visioned it back in South Dakota. But I forgot 


everything gloomy in the joy of my first position. For, 


realizing how fond I was of children, Arline had secured 
me a job in the “infant bazar” of a large department 
store. The department manager dropped in occasionally 
at the cabaret where Arline was singing, and she had 
spoken for me. 

Those were days,of paradise for me. I had a chance 
to fondle babies, to handle little teething-bands and soft 
little garments of eider-down. Christmas was not far 
away, and I’d ask the little kiddies what they wanted 
Santa Claus to bring them, and watch their eyes grow 
large and bright with the promise of Wonderland. I 
was crazy about the position. I would have worked for 
nothing just to be there, if I could have afforded it. 
And when, a few weeks later, we put in the toys for the 
holiday season, the basement resounded with the delighted 
pratthe of children and the excited squeals of boys over a 
new mechanical toy, or the appearance of our store Santa 
Claus. 


(= manager, who knew Arlirie, was very kind to 
me. He came down to our drab little West Side 
home on Christmas Eve, with presents for Arline and 
me. Mrs. Wolfe, who ran the boarding-house, also 
dropped in with her two little grandchildren. The air 
was festive. Even John Locke, who dabbled in short 
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story writing, dropped in. wood fire danced high in 
the old-fashioned fireplace, and John had brought down 
his portable victrola and some records for dancing 

It was not long before | 


Yet, Arline was too wise 
She 


realized she was living in a dangerous atmosphere. 
accepted presents from) men, and often as I returned 
from the store at six in the evening, the little hall tele- 
phone would be ringing. Some man would be on the 
other end, inviting Arline out to dinner. | have never 
heen narrow-minded. There was morality in my little 
South Dakota home, but the spirit of tolerance was also 


there. | believed there was the making of a good woman 


Joe and I would stand on the little balcony and talk . . . 


in Arline, but that she'd have to be guided occasionally 
in such a way that she would hardly be aware of it. She 
never resented my little pieces of advice, although she 
would frequently “kid” me out of them. 

“You watch your own step, May,” she told me, laugh- 
ingly, one night. “I'm not blind. | notice Joe Whitney 
is hanging around a lot.” 

\nd this was true. 
come, and after we had gone to a movie show, Joe and | 
would stand on the little balcony and talk, not aware of 
the goings-on around us. He had taken a room on the 
top floor a few weeks before, and his smile had rather 
attracted me. He told me he worked in an uptown 
machine shop, although | had noticed that his hands were 
white and well-kept, and he seemed to have a great deal 
of spare time to himself. We talked and talked those 
halmy spring nights, and gradually Joe learned all about 
me—where I came from, Dad’s tragic death, my share of 
the insurance and compensation money, and about every- 
thing. | was learning to care for him a great deal, and 
I often allowed him to kiss me. He seemed neither 
hetter nor worse than the boys [| had known in high school 
back in South Dakota, but his personality sort of 
charmed me. 


The mellow spring nights had 


J )E was sufficiently keen to see that [ was not simple 
enough to be lured into anything wrong. After a 
few weeks of courtship, his methods changed. He began 
to talk of marriage. He was a good-looking chap, a 
brilliant talker, and seemed so fond of Mrs. Wolfe’s 
little grandchildren. | fell deeply in love with him, and 
told him | would marry him on condition that he get a 
steadier job. I was practically alone in the world. | 
wanted a husband to protect me, and a home, and little 
kiddies playing about the house. [ told Joe frankly that 
| had enough money to furnish a home, and he said he 
would work regularly and also save; then we would get 
married and move over to a little house on the outskirts 
of Brooklyn. | meant every word I said. If Joe had been 
as sincere, | am sure we would have been very happy. 

Not that he didn’t seem to do as he agreed. He was 
very anxious to marry me. He got up every morning 
about eight o'clock and would be gone for the day. [| 
thought then that he was away at his work. 

I had a new interest now. I looked at the happy 
voung mothers shopping in our infant bazar, and dreamed 
of soon becoming one of them. I guess Joe was aware 
of this. He called for me at the store one evening and 
we went out and dined and danced, then rode down to 
Twenty-first Street on top of a Fifth Avenue bus, 
and he pleaded with me to marry him right away, and 
well, it was a psychological setting and a psychological 
moment. I said I would. 

John Locke and Arline stood up for us; we were 
married next day in the rectory of the Little Church 
Around the Corner. 

A cloak model who had taken a little room in another 
part of the big house paired up with Arline, and Joe 
and I took a two-room apartment right over them. We 
planned to start housekeeping the first of October. Rents 
would be a little lower then, Joe told me. I kept on 
working. 


"TSHOSE days with the kiddies at the store and those 
long evenings with Joe kept me perfectly happy, and 
it wasn't long before | knew I had reached the harbor of 
happiness. The shining goal | had set for myself was in 
sight. I was to know the joys and cares of motherhood. 
Then one autumn evening Joe failed to come home 
When Arline came in from the cabaret at two o'clock, 
there was still a light in my little apartment, and she 
came up and tapped on the door. 
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“What's the idea of staying up?” she was asking 
through the door. “Haven't the love-birds gone to roost 
for the night yet ?” 

“Why,” I told her, “Joe hasn’t come home. He took 
an hour off from the shop this afternoon, and we went 
out to buy the new furniture. He went back to make up 
the hour, but he expected to be home about seven. | hope 
he wasn’t struck by a taxicab or something.” 

There was a cynical gleam in Arline’s gray eyes. She 
came over and put her arms around me. 

“May,” she said, “don’t be mad at me for asking this. 
How much money of yours did Joe have with him ?” 


felt weak. I stood up, trying to be indignant, and 
then flopped back into my chair. 

“Arline!” I said. “What in the world can you be———” 

But she patted my arm and interrupted me. 

“May, dear,” she said, grimly, “if Joe ever comes back, 
don’t say anything about what I’ve told you. I’m not a 
trouble-maker—and there’s no use making unnecessary 
enemies. But, girlie, I’ve been in this village a little 
longer than you have, and I’ve met different kinds of 
men. I suppose it’s because I'm different from you. 
You're the mother type, and I—well,” she added, with 
some hidden meaning in her tones, “girls like me might 
become mothers, too, but we’re not looking for any heirs. 
Now, May, just hold yourself in. Maybe Joe’ll come 
back, but I know men—men of Joe’s type. It’s partly 
my fault that you got married at all, but | didn’t want to 
be a wet-blanket, and I’m not going to pull any: ‘I told 
you so’s’ now. Maybe he'll come back, but I doubt it. 
Joe wanted you, without marriage if possible, but with 
marriage if necessary. And he wanted your money. Try 
not to feel too hurt, May, for it’s a tough battle for a 
girl in this town and you may as well realize it now as 
later, and if he doesn’t come back you're better off with- 
out him. How much money did he take ?” 

There was a lump in my throat. My face was wet with 
tears. Arline put her arms around me and I sobbed on 
her shoulder. 

“Oh, don’t ask me now, Arline,” I sobbed. “You mean 
all right, | know, but you're such a suspicious person. 
Oh, I’m sure he’s coming back. -Why, we picked out a 
nice French-grey bedroom set today, and Joe said he just 
loved it.” 

“But did he pay for the bedroom set?” asked the 
practical Arline. : 

““I—I don’t think so,” I replied, a little weakly. 

“Poor kid!” said Arline. “You're a girl with brains, 
May, lots of ’em; but you’ve let your heart control ‘em. 
I’m going to stay up here with you tonight, for somehow 
I feel that you’re going to have room for me.” 


ES, Arline knew men of a certain type. She was 
right. I had room for her that night—and many 
nights. Joe did not come back. Even then, I continued to 
think that “something had happened to him,” and to sat- 
isfy me, Arline called up the Gerard Machine Shop, 
where Joe had told me he had been working. Joe’s story 
had been at least founded on fact; there was a Gerard 
Machine Shop, but the facts of his story had ended there, 
for they had never employed a man named Joe Whitney. 
I commenced to get panicky. My baby was on the 
way, and now | dreaded the event that I had been antici- 
pating with such longing in my heart. What would I 
do when it did come? Most of my money was gone. 
I grew very close to Arline during this trying period. 
I learned a great deal about types of people. Here was 
Arline, hennaed and lip-sticked, singing in a cheap cab- 
aret show, dining out with men of an evening’s acquaint- 
anceship, and she proved that soft hearts are often where 
we least expect to find them. 
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“Don’t you worry one teeny bit, May,” she kept telling 
me. “Not while I have my rings left and can work. 
And don’t even worry about me. I seem wild, but I’m 
pretty cautious—now. When the baby comes, it will be 
well cared for, and your job in the bazar is always wait- 
ing for you, dear.” 

The baby came one soft spring evening. We called 
it May. after Mother, and myself, and the month of its 
birth. It was all | had—except Arline. As it grew lusty 
and strong I would clasp it to me and fairly quiver with 
joy. It seemed to make up for everything | had gone 
through. Week after week Arline would bring in new 


+ +» « not aware of the goings-on around us. 
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things for it—those fluffy little bits of eider-down, and 
hoods and blankets and little baby-shoes or booties—all 
marked with the label of the store where I had worked. 
She refused to let me pay her for them—said she had 
bought them at wholesale rates. 


HE time approached when I was strong enough to 

go back to work. And then early one morning Arline 
came home from the cabaret and woke me up. She went 
over and kissed little May, sleeping cozily in her crib, 
and asked me to get up and join her in a cup of tea. 

“Why, Arline!” I protested, “we'll be awake all night 
after drinking tea at this hour!” 

“Well,” said Arline, “we're going to have a long talk. 
Come on; I'll make the tea and you jump up and slip on 
a kimono.” 

| did as she asked. We had the tea and some biscuit, 
and then Arline got into her night-clothes and flopped 


down and lit a cigarette. She was nervous all the while. 

“No use asking you to have one of these pills,” she 
said, as she blew out a stream of smoke, “but May, you're 
going to step out a little from now on. You may not 
think so, but you’re going to. Now don’t be shocked. 
I’m going to tell you something, and you're not going 
to say a word until I’m all through. Is that fair enough?” 

“I suppose so,” I said, smilingly. “What’s the dark 
secret ?” 

“There’s plenty of them, May,” she replied, seriously. 
“They're all around us. If we could take off the tops of 
these houses and look down into the homes! You're up 
against life. Maybe you think you know it already. I 
got a letter from Ted out in Vermilion—one of those pro- 
found letters of his. He thinks he knows it, too. But he’s 
studying it out of books, and I’ve studied it out of people. 

“Now, we're two of the best friends in the world—if 
we are cousins,” she added cynically. “We're more like 
sisters. You've had a raw deal. 
Your sweetness has been imposed 
upon, the same as mine was be- 
fore I grew wiser. I’m straight, 
May; that is, I’m not living 
wrong, but I’ve had my bumps, 
too. Now, hold your breath and 
don't faint. And don’t think too 
hard of me, dear,” she added, 
her voice breaking a little and the 
tears glistening in her eyes. 
“T’'ve got a baby, too, May, and 
we are in the same boat. 

I tried to appear calmer than I 
felt—probably nct fooling Arline 
any, either—and then went over 
and put my arms around her. 

“I’m sure there’s a good reason 
for any mistake you have made,” 
I said. 

“T’'ll say there was a reason,” 
Arline agreed. “Some girls might 
call it love. I thought it was, at 
the time, and went so far as to 
marry him. I wouldn’t tell you 
all this even now, but it affects 
you and little May. 

“T was as simple as you were 
when I first came here,” she con- 
tinued. “My first job was right 
in the store where you have been 
working, but I was up in the 
cloak department, in the other 
wing. I suppose you know that 
Id Simmons, who ran your de- 
partment is a nephew by marriage 
of old Stacy, a member of the 
firm. Ed had just come into the 
store then to break into the busi- 
ness. He had come from St. 
Louis, he said. I guess my fresh 
young appearance appealed to 
him. Now, understand, May, Ed 
isn’t one of those black-mus- 
tached villains that we used to 
see on the stage hack in the opera 
house. He’s just—well, just an 
average man. I’m sure he could 
not stoop, for instance, to do the 
thing that Joe did. Well, Ed 
took me out and made me care 
for him. Then, when I was 
thinking of the ceremony under 
the white [Turn to page 74] 
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BOATRIGHT seems to 
be very unusual, judged by 
the majority of the poses 
of beauties in ‘“‘Louis 
XIV.’ It lacks stage 
ie settings, and costumes, 
'n'everything, but— 
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DOROTHY KNAPP, after 


a series of triumphs as beaug 
contest winner—and ghost 
contests are among 
beauties—has found her wm 
into the “Ziegfeld, Follies. 
her odd toments si® always 
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Where Nowr 


HE guns of dope fiends are 
spitting death all about me. 
‘A human life is worth no 
more than a case of liquor to 
these men who are making the 
deeds of Captain Kidd, Flint, and 
Bluebeard fade away in com- 
rison. 
And I know, for I am an un- 
willing part of it! 
I wish I could write this story 


“J have written five notes 
and thrown them overboard 
in bottles. But surely some- 
one knows about this—and 


no one seems able to stop it.” 


set of what I thought were 
ridiculous rules and regulations. 
I soon learned to hate the place. 

And when I went home for 
Christmas vacation, Mother was 
married again. She hadn't even 
written me about it. I had always 
suspected the man Mother in- 
tended marrying as wanting only 
her money. My own father left 
her pretty well fixed, but he left 


and put in all the little things 


me without anything in my own 


that flash through my mind. But 
probably I would ramble and 
wander so that you wouldn’t understand, anyway. 

Up to the time I was seventeen I went to the public 
schools in Atlanta, Georgia. Then my mother sent me 
away to boarding-school, hoping the strict discipline 
would tame me down a bit. Not that I was really bad 
or vicious; I was just full of pep and the joy of life, 


and wanted to stick my nose into everything and find 


out what everything was all about. 

I was born with very black hair and what my nurse 
used to call “the devul spaklin’ in dem deep brown eyes,” 
as she coddled me. Mother always let me do almost as 
I pleased, because she knew that I could take care of 
myself pretty well. Then she expected me to bow to a 


name. So I refused to go back 
to school. I wanted to stay at 
home to protect Mother. She pleaded with me, and my 
new step-father threatened, but I wouldn't budge. 
After | had been home a month, it was more than 
evident that it would never be like home to me again. 
So I decided that I too would get married! 


INCE I was twelve years old I had always been Glen 

Phillips’ “girl.”” Glen was three years older than I, 

his people had lots of money, and, well, he seemed like 

the most logical person for me. - So I made up my mind 
to marry Glen. 
But I didn't. 

I married a man twenty-seven years old, who “picked” 
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me up. I was coming home on the trolley one day, and 
he nearly ran over me with his car just as [ stepped 
off. It was a peach of a car—even nicer than the one 
Glen’s father had given him for Christmas. 1 noticed 
that first, and then I noticed Dave's blue eyes and his 
smile. 

| know my eyes were spitting fire when he drew over 
beside the curb and said, “I’m awfully sorry. I didn't 
see you getting off, and I thought the trolley was going 
to start ahead.” Then he smiled—a roguish sort of 
smile, that entreated me to smile with him. 


ND the first thing I knew I was smiling with him and 
A sitting beside him in his car while he drove me 
home. And I promised him that I would go for a ride 
with him the next day. I told Mother he was a boy 
I had met at Emily Franklin’s at tea that afternoon. 

Because of the strain that always existed around the 
house when my step-father and I were both there, Mother 
never tried to hold me in a bit. But the next afternoon 
when I brought Dave Wilbur into the house and intro- 
duced him to Mother, she expressed her opinion when he 
had gone. 

“He's too old for you, dear,” she said. And before 
| could answer, my step-father growled, “If you get 
into any trouble running around with every Tom, Dick, 
and Harry, you needn't come back here looking for 
sympathy. You can just get out and stay out!” 

I didn’t know what to say to him then; now, I would 
know. All I could do was just stand before him in a 
white rage, stuttering. Then I ran up to my room and 
cried until I was nearly exhausted. I hated him as | 
have only hated one other person. 

But that settled it as far as home was concerned. My 
only desire was to get married and have my own home, 
so that I would never have to see him again, and have my 
Mother come to visit me away from his bullying in- 
fluence. I loved Mother, and I. know she adored me, but 
she was the sort who had to be “protected.” 

That evening Glen took me to a movie. We sat in the 
last row and held hands, as usual, and he stole two or 
three kisses. But while he kissed me I thought of Dave 
Wilbur. His blue eyes and smile seemed to haunt me. 

But that night | tried, in an amateur way, to make Glen 
ask me to marry him. And he began to generalize on 
our marriage at some distant, vague time in the future. 
That was the last time I ever saw Glen. 

The next day Dave Wilbur told me he was working on 
some promotion scheme for a group of New York and 
Chicago bankers. But he didn't tell me anything about 
his family or his friends. When I asked him, he just 
looked into my eyes and laughed me out of all the 
questions I asked. And he took me in his arms and 
thrilled me from the tips of my toes to my shiny black 
hair. I don't believe anyone ever possessed more mag- 
netism than Dave; just plain animal magnetism, mostly, 
but I didn’t understand that then. 1 didn’t clearly under- 
stand the emotions that left me gasping for breath 
when he took me in his arms. 


E ASKED me the next night to marry him. And I 

said I would. God, what a little rattle brain I was 
about it all! I didn’t stop to think about anything I should 
have—I just wanted to get married, and thought that 
anything would be better than what I had. 

Two days later we drove to Marietta, a little town 
about twenty miles from Atlanta, with all my earthly 
possessions strapped on the back of the car, and were 
married. I wired Mother, and then we kept on in Dave's 
car. He said he had to go to Chicago, and that we could 
make that our wedding trip. 

I tried to get Mother on the telephone the next day, 


but my step-father answered and said she didn’t want 
to talk to me. I knew he lied—and told him so, before 
I slammed up the receiver. Then I wrote my Mother 
a long letter telling her about my wonderful happiness. 

Dave Wilbur was the sort of man that women call a 
perfect lover—the sort that women love to play with, 
although they know he is fire and bitter ashes. He could 
twist me around his finger as though I were made of 
putty, with his pretty little phrases and his gentle, tender 
ways. 

[ simply worshiped and adored him. He was every- 
thing that any girl could want or wish for on her honey- 
moon. Waitresses, cigar-stand girls in hotels, girls on 
the street, all looked into his eyes for a smile. But he 
was mine! 

He was mine—until two weeks after we reached 
Chicago. One day I came back to our hotel room to 
find an envelope enclosing five hundred dollars and a 
note. The note said that Wilbur was not his right name, 
that he had been married before he married me, and that 
I would prob- 
ably never see 
him again. He 
meant to say 
he “hoped”’ I 
would never 
see him again. 

It seemedto 
me that just 
as | stood on 
the threshold 
of the gates 
of heaven they 
had been 
slammed in 
my face. 
nearly went 
crazy for a 
few days. I 
thought at 
first of killing 
myself. Then 


I got - mad, 
white hot 
mad, and 


swore that | 
would find him 
and punish 
him if it was 
the last thing 
I ever did in 
all my life. 
But pridekept 
me from go- 
ing to the 
police, and | 
knew only 
generalities 
about him. In 
my. despair I 
telegraphed to 
Mother. No 
reply. 

So I paid 
my hotel bill 
and took’ a 
train to New York. Why I went to New York, I don't 
know, except that I think everyone in the world has a 
desire to live there at one time or another. I went toa 
hotel where Mother and I had stayed the year before, 
and found the rates even higher than the outrageous ones 
in Chicago. I stayed there only a week, because after 


What had I before me in life? How easy it 
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buying myself some clothes my money had dwindled 
down to the last hundred dollars. For the first time in my 
life I realized that in order to eat, I must have money. 

So I found a cheaper hotel down near the Washington 
Square section, where | moved with my two bags and 
the seventy dollars. I knew something had to be done 
pretty quickly, and I wouldn't have asked Mother for any 
money if I had been starving to death. 


HEN I went to the Y. W. C. A. employment 
agency and asked about a job, they in turn asked 
me what I could do. And I told them the truth— 
nothing. It looked pretty hopeless at first, but after a 
week they landed me a job as a file girl in the offices 
of a clothing concern just a little way from my hotel. I 
was to receive fifteen dollars a week, so I decided that 
I must find a still cheaper place to live. 
The first day I went to work | dropped into a little 
place called The Purple Door to eat my luncheon. The 
girl who waited on me was dressed in an artist’s smock 


When she wasn’t busy, she came over to my table and 
sat down an smoked a cigarette. I confided to her that 
I didn’t know a single person in New York and that she 
was the first person who had been at all friendly. She 
said, “Oh, we're all friendly down here. If we don't 
know each other, we just talk anyway, and it’s all per- 
fectly straight, too.” 

“What do you mean ‘perfectly straight’?” I asked. 

“No funny business—oh, you know what I mean,” 
she answered, looking at me closely to see if I were 
kidding her. 

I turned a little red and said, “Oh, I see,” and we 
began to talk about her job. Then I told her about mine. 

“Gee, you ought to come over here,” she said. 

“T make about fifty a week, counting tips. One week 
I come on at eleven and work till eight, and the next 
week | work from eight at night until one in the morn- 
ing. It’s just like working for yourself. We,” and 
she indicated several other girls who were sitting at a 
long table over at one side smoking and laughing and 
jabbering, “‘can do as we 
please when we aren't 
busy.” 

I looked at my watch 
and said I had to get 
back to work; she gave 
me a little smile and said, 
“Well, so long! Come 
‘in again.” ‘ 

The next day I wen 
back to The Purple Door 
for luncheon. And the 
next day following I went 
to work there as a wait- 
ress. It seemed far pref- 
erable to sticking pieces 
of paper away in a littie 
folder. And besides, I 
could make three times 
as much money. 

In three days I began 
to get the swing of 
things, and in ten | was 
known as “Blackeyes”’ to 
everyone who came in 
the little tea-room. They 
were a typical Greenwich 
Village crowd. They 
didn’t ask questions, be- 
cause they were all too 
busy talking about them- 
selves. In two weeks I 
was really one of them. 

Then one night I called 
Mother on long distance. 
She answered the tele- 
phone, and after ten 
words had been spoken 
I could tell by the tone of 
her voice that my step- 
father had even con- 
verted her into believing 
that I was all the things 
he believed me to be. I 


would be, I thought, to jump into the black, churning water below me, and be swallowed up forever. cried over the phone and 


and had an enormous red ribbon bound about her bobbed 
hair. She had friendly black eyes and a lovely smile, 
and because I was simply famished for someone to talk 
to, I talked to her. Evetyone who came in seemed to 
know her. They called her “Peggy,” and treated her 
like one of them instead of like a waitress. 


for a moment Mother's 

voice faltered. There was a pause—I heard a voice 

beside her say something. Then she said, “Well good- 

night, dear. Write to me.” It was almost like a physical 

blow. That is the last time I ever heard her voice. 

Something died in my heart that night and I became 
like some driven beast. 
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One night when I was on from eight to one, a young 
fellow everyone called Johnnie asked me to sit down and 
smoke a cigarette with him. He gave me a drink, and 
we talked about liquor and bootleggers mostly. Then 
he told me about friends of his that had made fortunes 
selling the stuff. 

The next day he came back and I sat with him again. 
I liked him. He was a little flashy and hard, but in a 
nice way. That night he showed me a clipping from a 
newspaper about a woman living in Brooklyn who had 
made over forty-thousand dollars bootlegging. At. the 
end of the little account the paper said that after paying 


“Der’s some glad-rags fer you, 
kid. Don’ say I never done 
nothin’ fer you!”’ 


her fine of three-thousand— it was the first 
time she had been caught—she would have 
plenty left to keep her through old age. 

“That's worth, thought, isn't it, 
‘Blackeyes’?’’ Johnnie said. 

“Tl say it’s worth a couple of 
thoughts,” I answered. 

For a moment he sat peering intently 
into my eyes. Then he said, “How would you like to 
clean up that much jack?” “I'd hate it!” I answered. 

“No reason why you shouldn't,” he said. “You could 
sell a raft of it in this place. Look at all the kids who 
come in here with bottles on their hip. After a while 
they run out of liquor and go chasing outside to get 
more. If the bird who runs this place had a bean at all, 
he'd peddle it himself!” 

“He probably doesn’t want to take a chance,”’ I said. 


AY, there’s no more chance to it than there is to 
selling mushrooms,” he half laughed. “Why, they 
aren't lookin’ for this kind of place. What they wanta 
get is the big guys with a storehouse full.” 
“Why don't you peddle some down here?” I suggested, 
smiling. 
Then he told me what he was driving at. 


“Listen,” he said. “I’m a bootlegger.”” He sat back 
to see how I would take it. But I had got used to taking 
things in life, even at my age, and I didn’t bat an eyelash. 

“Then I suppose you own two or three Rolls Royces,” 
I laughed. 

“No, but I got a good car and a lot of jack salted 
away that they'll never get,” he informed me. “An’ I'll 
tell you what I'll do. You're a good kid and a square 
shooter, I think. I'll tell you what I'll do,” he repeated. 
“I'll rent a room next door and put in about half a dozen 
cases. I'll tell you the prices I pay for it and the price 
you're to sell it at. Then we'll split the profits. No risk 


on your part. I put up the cash. 
An’ in case anything happens, I'll 
see you through and pay your 
fine. Whadda you say?” 

For a moment I was too sur- 
prised to speak. Then I laughed 
in his face and wondered what 
my step-father would say if he 
had been present to hear our 
conversation. 

For a week I turned it over 
and over in my mind, and when 
I told him | had decided to take a chance, he said he 
knew that he had picked a kid with something in her 
“dome” besides air. The next day he put in a supply of 
liquor for me and gave me the key. 

I was on from eleven to eight that week, so I didn’t 
have much of a chance to get my new business started. 
Most of the liquor buyers came in after eight. Besides, 
I wanted to take it a little cautiously at first. 

Wednesday noon Johnnie came in for luncheon. I 
sat down at his table, and after a while he asked me how 
I'd like to get a thrill that night. I told him I had 
already had about every thrill that life could dish up, 
and he threw back his head and laughed. 

“Well, I'll give you a new one if you wanta chase 
along with me down the Jersey coast tonight,” he said. 

“Where ?”’ 

“I’m going down to pick up 


[Turn to page 110} 
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The 
Conclusion 
of the Story 
Which Tells 
How a Girl 
Learned the 
Meaning of 
Two Words 


Wives 


HERE was a sudden halt in my adventure. I was 
given an opportunity to think what I had done and 
see the high spots of my life the last few months. 

I had played ill, in order to visit a doctor of whom I 
had been warned by my matrons; I had flirted with his 
partner. Dr. Ralph Chase, because I thought it would 
make him jealous; I had dropped Ralph and caused the 
two men to dissolve partnership, because Ralph became 
jealous; I had been sent from home, because my father 
received an anonymous message that I was having an 
affair with the doctor; I had married him the same day, 
because my father didn’t want me and I didn’t know 
what else to do. 

My husband was wrapped up in his profession. On 
our wedding night he was out on an all-night case. He 


- had no time for my pleasures—shows, dances, evenings 


at home ; however, he loved me and thought he was doing 
everything for my happiness. But, just as I had thought, 
it was horrid to be a doctor’s wife. 

After six months of this, Ralph bobbed up again. Even 
though he confessed having written the anonymous note 
to my father, I clung to him because I wanted to punish 
my husband. It was after a quarrel that Ralph asked me 
to go away with him. I was mad—irresponsible. | 
would rush off with Ralph, and make my husband come 
after me, repentant. 

And so we drove like mad through the night, out 
north Main Street, then out Niagara Boulevard, with 
the streetlights dancing by like candle-flames. They 
grew thinner and Buffalo lay behind, then the Tona- 
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wandas, and then Niagara Falls. My anger still burned 
within me as the car ate up the miles. At last we stopped 
at a roadhouse hotel a thousand miles from nowhere. I 
had recognized the country as far as the Falls, but after 
that we circled and turned until we might have been 
anywhere. And I was so upset I didn’t even wonder 
about it. All | knew was that Buffalo lay many, many 
miles behind. 

We entered the isolated hostelry together. The nattily 
dressed man who met us addressed Ralph: 

“Dr. Chase, shall I show you and Mrs. Chase right up 
to your room? I've held it since you wired last week.” 


[The Conclusion] 
HE pieces of the story did not fit together at all. 
“How could you have wired last week,” I asked, 
“when we did not speak of going away until 
this morning ?” 

Ralph took me by the arm, trying to draw me away 
from the portly person, who was obviously the owner 
of the roadhouse at which we had stopped. 

“Has Mrs. Chase left her bag in the car?’ he asked. 

“I’m not Mrs. Chase,” I snapped back. “And I have 
no bag. Will you please leave us alone?” 

When he had gone, Ralph tried to pacify me. “You're 
tired, Hester. Let's have dinner before I explain.” 

“You'll explain this minute,” I retorted. “I won’t eat 
a bite until it’s all clear. No, and J won't sit down, either. 
Why did he expect me to bring a bag? What would I 


need a bag for?” A girl is not always sophisticated 
because she is married. 

I saw amazement dawn in his eyes. “Don’t be a little 
fool, Hester. One generally carries clothes in a bag.” 

I was about to ask him why | would need clothes, when 
the truth flashed before me with staggering force, lifting 
the stupor from my brain. 

“You mean—you mean that you thought | would be- 
tray—I would be unfaithful to my husband*”’ | stam- 
mered. 

“Wasn't that why you came away with me?” 

At the thought that my vague intention had taken such 
definite. evil shape in his mind, and had now whizzed 
back to me like a boomerang, unbridled anger surged 
through me. I stepped forward, and struck him sharply 
—struck the ‘face of that cool devil that I had thought 
was my friend and protector. 

Ralph seized my wrists. “Cut the theatrics, you 
spitfire,” he said. “Did you think I was driving you all 
the way out here to play hide-and-seek with your 
husband ?” 


OU made me believe you didn’t know where we were 
going. And you always meant to come out here!” 

“What difference did it make ?”’ 

Things about Ralph flooded back to my memory. 
Suddenly I pretended to calm down. I had to calm 
down. I had to think. 

“The difference it made is this: you deceived me; you 
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meant to come out here last week with another woman ; 


” 


and what's more, you made me think you understood me. 

“I was coming with you, Hester,” he insisted with a 
trace of sullenness. “You had me twisted forty ways, 
and you know it.” 

“Coming with me a week ago? I only quarreled last 
night. Why, we never even discussed going away to- 
gether until this morning !” 

“That's so,” he agreed. “But you've been headed for 
a quarrel for months. It didn’t matter so much whether 
it was last week, or this week 3 

Then came the second flash of comprehension. I 
knew! That white hot anger rose in me again, and I 
confronted him with the accusation. 

He was just a buzzard, a bird of prey, hovering around 
to feed on the unhappiness of women. He had 
planned this trip of ours weeks in advance. He 
had schemed out my temptation and fall. He 
had come around scenting out trouble, waiting 
to pounce. And he had been so certain of 
success, that he went to the length of reserv- 
ing a room for us in this place a whole week 
in advance 


Y POSITION was appalling; his be- 

havior was revolting. I cannot recall 
the exact words of my crushing denuncia- 
tion. I have no recollection at all of the 
flaming, scorching, withering names I hurled 
at him. I trembled with the force of my 
own wrath, with the nervous chill of excite- 
ment. 1 was just dimly conscious of the 
open fires, of the warm friendliness of the 
entrance hall in which we stood. Ralph’s 
figure was the only point of reality. 

“There’s one thing you forget, though,” 
he said. “When a woman is pretty and 
lets another man see that her husband is 
making her unhappy, as you did, a man has 
the right to believe that she’s willing to get 
consolation out of a little adventure on the 
side.” 

There was the matter in a nutshell. He 
was blaming me for the whole disagreeable 
affair, and alas! he was right. I had led him 
on 


“Where are you going?’ I heard Ralph 
say. 
I found myself at the door, not knowing 
how I had come there. He was advancing, 
and I put up my hands as if to ward him 
off. He stopped where he was. 

“Don’t be a fool, Hester,” he advised. 
“You can't go back tonight. The weather 
is foul. I’m no cad. You can get a room 
on the other side of the house.” 

“I’m going home,” I-kept repeating ; “I’m 
going home. I want to go home.” 

“It’s going to take you all night to get to 
Buffalo. Your husband won't believe your 
story, anyway——” 

I was outside; out in the dripping, damp 
world. I might have seen some hope had 
there been a glimmer of light in the sky. 
But it was black, velvet black. The rain 
fell in long, straight, sharp needles. It fell 
endlessly, piercing, penetrating. 

I had been running down that ghastly road 
for ten minutes, when I realized how relent- 
less the rain could be. My clothes. were 
already damp and uncomfortable. Water 
dripped from my hat. I pulled myself up. 


It was silly to run. I could gain little time by doing so 
and would only lose what little strength I had left. 
Besides, I did not think that Ralph would follow me. 

I must get to a railroad. That was it. A railroad. 
On a train I could still get home that night. We couldn’t 
have gone so very far. Still, it had taken us all day to 
drive out. That thought terrorized me. What if there 
really was no train? [Turn to page 98] 


“Will you please tell 
me what time I can 
get a train back to 
Buffalo?” 
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Dear Mr.—: 

This story is true with the exception 
that at places I have glossed over periods 
which, to recount, might do injury to 
others. 

It is my own story—and that of the 
girl Edna: 

Through what occurred to me in this 
chronicle, came the knowledge of the really 
worth while things in life and the inspira- 
tion which resulted in my eventual re- 
habilitation. 

I am not one of those who quits—I am 
going to make the grade. 

Sincerely yours, 


I say I “think” that I was born there, because 
my earliest memories are of that district. 

Of my own mother and the circumstances which took 
her out of my life, I know absolutely nothing. I have 
searched high and low for some clue which might-lead 
me to her. It has always ended in disappointment. I 
feel certain that if my efforts ever meet with success, I 
shall find that she was a real woman; too good to be 
associated with the other characters who came and went, 
like shadow pictures, throughout the earlier stages of 
my life. 

My earliest recollections are of three stuffy, ill-smelling 
rooms presided over by a woman. 

Her consort, whom later on I learned was my father, 
spent most of his time “up the river.” When he did 
come home I did not register any undue enthusiasm, as 
it only meant a double shift of misery for me; they both 
had a delightful habit of spending the few idle moments 
in their otherwise eventful lives in knocking me around 
those three rooms. 

At the age of nine I had my own duties to perform, 
the most important of which was to see that no copper 
interfered with the mysterious conclaves which were held 
from time to time in my father’s home. 


| THINK that I was born in the “Lower East Side.” 


My station was on the curb in front of the house, and 
here for hours at a time I would amuse myself playing 
with my choice and extensive assortment of toys—empty 
bottles, cigar boxes, spools. But they were beautiful 
toys. 

The spools, which were my choicest treasures, I had 
promoted myself. 

A beautiful lady, quite different from the woman, used 
to come by the place where I was playing—and watching. 
She must have seen how I valued my spools, for the 
next morning when she came along she gave me a 
whole sack of them. 

‘We became quite well acquainted, and she used to ask 
me questions, which long experience had taught me not 
to answer. 


NE wonderful day she brought me some candy and 
lifted me from the sidewalk into her arms. The 
woman. looking from the window, saw her kiss me. 
Again I was retired for a few days. I did not see her 


_when [ recovered, but later on she played an important 


part in my story. 
As I grew up with the rest of the dogs and cats of 
that neighborhood, I became more valuable to the world 


in which I moved. 
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*“*She can 
stay with 
my‘ wife 
until we 
can find 
somet hing 
for her to 
do.” 


One day, while I was on guard in the gutter, my father 
pushed his noble brow out of the window and called me 
into the house. 

Sitting across the table, with one of the familiar bottles 
beside him, was a tall, fine-looking fellow. 

To my surprise they were both very friendly; even my 
father, whom I generally approached in a diplomatic way, 
had a smile for me. 

I was quite proud when I realized that I was the real 
feature of the entertainment. I was placed mid-stage and 
given my first real lesson in what was to be my profession 
for many years—a pickpocket known to the Grey Brother- 
hood of prisons and to the police of the large cities of 
two continents. Concha Dan had just been released from 
the “summer home” up the river, and, being an old pal 
of my father’s, had called to renew old associations. 

Over the bottle and glasses had been born in Dan’s 
fertile brain a plan whereby, with a little training on my 
part, combined with caution on theirs, plenty * money 


could be brought into their pockets—and the bottle 
would always be full. 

I was shown just how to stand and watch my father 
until he raised his hat. That was my cue to start crying— 
and cry hard enough to attract Dan’s attention. That 
was easy, for I cried quite a bit at times. 


Someone Standing in a 
Window Above Stopped Me 
With a Soft-Nosed Bullet, 
and Then a Surgeon Saved 
Me. 
Know They Took a Born 
Thief and Made Him See— 


I Wonder if They 


Dan would stop in the center of the room and solici- 
tously ask me what the trouble was. My answer was: 
“Please, sir, will you carry me across the street? I am 
afraid of the cars. 

Dan would pick me up in his arms—then came the 
finesse. As he carried me across the room I would cling 
closely to him, and then unscrew a stud which he had 
placed in his shirt-front. 

After loosening the stud Dan would put me down on 
the floor. Then I would thank him for his kindness— 
this was a very important part of my lesson—and leave 
the room. Dan would follow and take the stud. 

After several rehearsals we decided to try it out. I 
was perfectly willing. This was a new game, and some- 
how I knew that if we succeeded things would be a little 
less strenuous for me around the house. 


HAD good grounds for this when, on one afternoon 

while Dan was rehearsing me, I had just taken his 
stud and was going through that very important part of 
the act of getting away from the gentleman. As I ducked 
into the next room I ran right into the woman. As usual, 
she reached for me and knocked me flat on my back. 

Can you imagine my surprise when my father, in un- 
righteous indignation, came to my rescue, and, with a 
few choice curses reinforced by a well directed blow, 
stretched the woman out by my side. 

It came to me instantly that I had become an asset. 
That this was the right conclusion was proved beyond 
all doubt, for from that time on the woman beat me in 
private. 

The long-looked-for day arrived at last, and Dan 
came for me. 

From some mysterious place they produced a child’s 
sailor suit, a pair of stockings, and a pair of slippers. 

With the passing of many years most of the details 
have left me, but I can still distinctly remember two high- 
lights in the preparation for that initial trip into thievery. 
The first and most vivid is that of the scrubbing which 
Dan gave me ; the other, the pride in my own appearance 
when at last I had on that wonderful sailor suit. 

When they had finished with my toilette they stood me 
up across the room and gave me the once-over. Appar- 
ently satisfied with that, they then put me through the 
final rehearsal. I acquitted myself in such a creditable 
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manner that I got quite a hand from my admiring 
audience 

With a few profane threats concerning the dire dis- 
aster which would attend me in the event of failure, Dan 
and the neveest recruit to crookdom ventured forth on 
a treasure hunt. 

As near as I can figure out, I was nine years old when 
| made this important step in my development—an un- 
dersized, undernourished worm of Lower East Side. 

Dan finally picked a busy corner in what is now the 
“roaring forties.” | was placed on that corner and Dan 
took up his post in a cigar store across the street. 

Two doors below the cigar store was a small raths- 
keller. Dan had learned that a bondbroker, who had 
offices in the building which stood on the corner where 
| was posted, had the habit of coming down to this 
rathskeller to get his noon-day luncheon. He had also 
learned that this man wore a magnificent diamond 
stud. 

That broker was the “prospect” for whom we were 
waiting. Many people passed, and still Dan lounged 
at the cigar store counter, talking to the clerk but keeping 
an eye on the huge doorway from which our treasure- 
ship was to sail. 

| had my instructions to 
keep my eye on Dan—and 


by a circuitous route, led me back to my father’s hang-out. 

“The stone was sold to a “fence” that night, and for 
the next week hilarity reigned in our cheerful home. 
I was very popular until they got good and drunk. Then 
I reverted to my original status, and became the recipient 
of many blows and curses. Still, | was proud of my 
success and knew that when the money was gone I would 
come into my own again. 

Dan and | turned many tricks together during the 
next three or four months; then the “break’’ came. 

Coming home with Dan one afternoon after one of 
our regular adventures, we turned into the block where 
I lived. Standing in front of our place was a well known 
and much detested conveyance—a patrol wagon. Dan, 
apparently suffering from a high nervous disorderment 
of some kind, stopped on the corner. He instructed me 
to go on home and tell my father that he would see him 
later. That’s the last time I saw Dan. . 

I had no other place to go, so I walked down the street 
and into the house. A big cop gathered me in as soon 
as I stepped into the room. The place looked lovely— 
the furniture over-turned, broken dishes and_ bottles 
strewn about the floor. 

The principle objects of interest in the room were my 

father and the woman. 
The woman was sitting 


did. Suddenly he 
straightened and _ looked 
intently towards my cor- 
ner. Slowly his hand went 
up to his hat, and from 
that moment it was up to 
me. 

I remember a tall, white- 
haired man standing, un- 
decidedly at the curb. At 
first it looked as though 
he was going to turn down 
Broadway instead of up; 
but finally he started to- 
ward me and the act was 
on. I began to cry. 


SUPPOSE I put too 
much endeavor into 


“How the arch-fiend must have 
laughed, as we plodded along the 
dark road—two kids with two 
warped little souls—like two 
autumn leaves before a breeze; 
‘willy-nilly blowing,’ drawn by 
the magnet of environment back to 
marshes from which they sprang.” 


slumped over in a chair, 
her wrists encircled by a 
shiny pair of handcuffs. 
In the opposite corner in 
his favorite chair, with a 
look of discouragement on 
his face and the same 
adornment on his wrists, 
sat my father. 

The cop asked me a lot 
of questions and then took 
me to the door, where he 
called another man _ in 
uniform. He spoke to 
him for a few moments, 
saying something about a 
Society. I was taken 
away. That's the last 
time I saw the woman or 


this, for a street-sweeper 

in a white suit, who had 

heen cleaning the gutter at the corner, stepped over to 
me and said: “What is the trouble, little fellow. Are 
you lost?” 

This would not do at all, so I rushed pell-mell into 
the old gentleman who had paused when the commotion 
had started. 

He patted my head and asked me the trouble ; in broken 
tones I explained that I was afraid to cross the street. 
He stooped and raised me to his arms. 

Now for the result of my careful training! 

As we crossed the street the old gentleman kept ques- 
tioning me, and I had my hands too full to answer him. 
I had to get that stud loosened before we reached the 
other side of the street. 

I could hardly get away from the old fellow who had 
decided that I was really lost. Finally I kicked and 
squirmed until, in desperation, he placed me on the side- 
walk. Then I took to my heels. As I turned the corner 
I looked back and could see the broker still standing 
where he had set me down. I suppose he was trying 
to figure out just what was happening. Of course I 
was frightened—but I had the “rock.” 

In the middle of the block Dan caught up with me and 
demanded the stud. When he saw it he whistled, then 
placed it in his vest pocket, took me by the hand and, 
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my father. 

They all three, these 
pastmasters who had so painstakingly set my young feet 
upon the path that was to insure me a long trip through 
police courts and prisons, here stepped out of my life. 

The woman went up the river with the other two. 
] learned afterwards that she died there. One year after 
my release from the training school, I learned the final 
chapter in the lives of the other two: my father was 
stabbed to death in a drunken brawl; for his murder, 
Concha Dan made his exit through the little green baize 
door at Sing Sing. 

The Society did what they could for me during the 
four years which I spent in its care. I learned to read 
a little, to write a little—and added immeasurably to my 
store of knowledge of thievery. 


T 


another does. 
edge of all. 
The day came when I was called to the office, along 
with several other young products of the then seething 
hell below Fourteenth Street. We were, if I remember 
rightly, as much alike as s. 
The inspection was my the purpose of allowing 
Phineas Buell to choose for himself what he considered 


HOSE in charge were good souls, but the problem 
is too big for them. What one kid does not know, 
I was steeped in the accumulated knowl- 


a good investment—and I was the victim. Yes, the victim. 

After the necessary papers had been signed, the super- 
intendent of the home gave me a farewell talk. The point 
chiefly discussed was the wonderful opportunity which 
had come to me through, and the gratitude [ should feel 
for, Mr. Buell—for his kindness in giving me a beautiful 
home in the country. 

The great happy thought that kept drumming in my 
head and heart was this: I was to have a home in the 
country! A home like other kids! And for a few days 
I was grateful and happy, but only for a few days. 


With our entire wardrobe on our backs, we started for the pot of gold at the 
rainbow’s end. 
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I was given the permission of bidding the other mor- 
sels of humanity good-by. How my thoughts go back! 
The most vivid of all the pictures which come to me is 
that of those little, helpless, friendless mites, standing in 
a row—like the checkers on a board—to be moved here 
and there as though by a machine, a heartless machine, 
bidding me good-by. 

I can.still see the looks of wistfulness; of valiant but 
suppressed envy ; of longing ; see them all in the eyes of 
those poor little kids, who, with the ignorance of true 
values which had been soaked into their baby hearts 
by the environment of the places where they had been 
born, longed with all the strength of their weak little 
beings to change places with me. 

They envied me, and I—well—I was really going 
on into the initiation of another degree of the hell 
of rotten environment. 

For a few days I was a normal happy kid. 
The place where Phineas Buell took me was 
the usual type of the New England farm. 
A huge, bare house ; still more huge barns; 
and the presiding genius of the whole affair 
was a female by the name of Sarah. I 
never learned her other name. 

Sarah was a long, gaunt, hard-featured 
woman, who could find almost as many ex- 
cuses for beating me as did the woman in 
the old days before Dan hit the skids at Sing 
Sing. 

Another feature of the household was a 
young girl by the name of Edna, a niece of 
Mr. Buell’s. Edna knew more of the things 
a girl should not know than any girl or 
woman I have ever known—and I have 
known many. She was fifteen at the time 
I became one of the Buell slaves. 


HESE, including a fellow who worked 
for Phineas, and who graciously, and by 
Phineas’ orders, allowed me to sleep in the 
barn with him, comprised the Buell menage. 
The only good thing that came to me dur- 
ing my slavery was the days I spent in the 
little country school-room. Those days were 
very precious to me, for in the kindly old 
school-teacher I found the only tenderness 
of my life up to that period. it was he 
that awoke the spark which I had inherited 
from one far’above my father. 

The story need not be told of the beatings, 
the inhuman tasks allotted to me to do; the 
thousand and one agonies and tortures which 
Phineas and his Jezebel Sarah inflicted upon 
me 


The day came when, despairing of ever 
finding the milk of human kindness under 
the roof or in the hearts of those to whom 
I had been given by the law, I decided to 
run away. 

There was but one place for me to go— 
New York City—and I went. More, I took 
Edna with me. 

One night we stole out of the house and, 
with our entire wardrobes on our backs, 
started for where I knew we would find the 
pot of gold at the rainbow’s end—that end 
of it which supported its part of the glorious 
arc from Lower East Side. 

How the arch-fiend and his imps must 
have laughed, as we plodded along the dark 
road—two kids with two warped little souls 
—like two autumn [Turn to page 107] 
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He Looked More 

Nervous Than [d> 

Seen Him in a Long 

Time. His Hands 

Were Clasping and 

Unclasping While 
She Talked! 


will be glad to point out THe Bic Srore to you. 
You ought to be able to see it, anyway. Heaven 
knows I’ve spent enough money on the building. 
It is big, too, for a town the size of Danville. 


if YOU walk down Main Street in Danville, anybody 


Our 


population is about twenty thousand, and I hire nearly 
a hundred men and women, all told. 

Over the entrance you'll see a small, neat, good-look- 
ing sign: JOHN TOOMEY, Prop. That's me. 

I’ve been in business in Danville for.forty years, and 
[ figure I ought to know something about it. 


Yet, nearly 


Henr 


every week some smart-aleck drummer from New York, 
Chicago or ’Frisco comes into my office and says to me: 
“Mr. Toomey,” he says, “you’re a rich merchant, and a 


clever one! You could make a big fortune in one of the 
large cities. Why’n't you pull up stakes from this little 
hick town, and do business in a real, hustling man-size 
city ?” 

That’s what they say to me—and most of them still 
wet behind the ears! And then I turn on them and [ 
say: “Young man! I’m a rich merchant and a clever 
one, as you say—because I do business in what you have 


| | Saw Her 
Goods 
| 


the gall to call a hick town!- And I'm 
more than that,”’ I tell them. “I’m con- 
tented and happy—and I never would be 
in your soulless, hustling man-size cities! 
So if you want my trade,” I tell them, “you'll 
keep your advice under your vest, and you'll lay 
off roasting Danville. It’s my home and my life!” 
That generally holds them. I can manage to look 
pretty ferocious when I’m saying it. There’s lots who 
tell me that with a big chin like mine I ought never to 
fear anything. That chin has put the fear of God into 
more fresh drummers than any sermon they could hear. 
I only know that it saves me a heap of time, and that 
it’s a business asset. If I were a married man—but 
that’s another story. This is the story of Henry Bream 
and his wife, and how they came to know each other. 

Henry first came to my store about three years ago. 
I didn’t notice him at first. After all, can’t notice 
every customer, even though you do e the round of 
the store three or four times a day. 

And Henry’s not the sort of man you’d be Se Sonly to 
notice, anyway. He’s a small, insignificant looking man, 
with a very kind and timid expression. He's the sort 
of man who probably keeps an extra pair of rubbers in 


his office in case it should rain. That’s how he struck me. 
Henry must have been a customer of mine for several 
months before I began to notice that he was coming 


arly. 

then I looked up the books, and from what he'd bought 
I figured that he must be a married man with a fair- 
sized income. You can tell a good deal about a man and 
his life, if you know pretty well what he spends his cash 
on. I saw that hed been buying house-furnishings, 
dress materials, hats, kitchen-ware and toys. I had him 
figured as a head clerk or something similar, with prob- 
ably a couple of children. He'd opened a charge account, 
and most of his purchases he carried away with him. I 
made a few inquiries and found that his wife never came 
to the store. Henry made all the purchases himself. 
Well, that’s not unusual. [ figured that probably the 
Big Store lay on. his way to business, and that his wife 
used him as a sort of errand boy. There are lots of 
husbands that way. Some of them big, husky fellows, 
too! 


NE afternoon I met Henry in the fancy leather 
department. He was looking over my shelves in his 
funny, nervous little way. I like to become y 
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acquainted with my regular customers, and business 
was rather slack that afternoon, so | went up and spoke 
to him. 

“Good afternoon, Mr. Bream!” I said cordially. “Is 
there anything I can show you?” 

He looked quite startled to hear himself addressed by 
name, so | introduced myself, and told him that I was 
very glad to have him for such a regular customer. He 
smiled in a nervous sort of way, and gave a funny little 
bow. I thought he was going to say something, but 
apparently he could think of nothing to say, so after a 
rather awkward pause he turned once more to an inspec- 
tion of my merchandise. 

| can’t explain why it was, but I sort of took a fancy 
to him right then and there. He looked such a helpless, 
nervous little fellow, and I’m always sympathetic to that 
kind. He was very neatly dressed, but I thought he 
looked pale, and rather unhappy. I asked him again if 
I couldn’t perhaps help him find what he was looking for. 

“Well, yes,” he said, “I’m looking for a birthday 


I don’t know what people ex- 
pected of Faith. Maybe they 
thought she ought to wear sack. 
cloth and ashes all the time. 


. think he even saw me. 


present for my wife!” He had a very gentle voice, 
pitched quite low. I liked the sound of it. 

I told the salesgirl that I would look after this cus- 
tomer myself, and I showed him a number of things that 
I thought would be suitable. I like to serve behind my 
own counters once in a while. 

We became quite chatty, and after twenty minutes or 
so he selected a nice work-basket that I’d suggested. 

“Is your wife fond of needlework?” I asked, just to 
make conversation, while the parcel was heing wrapped. 


HE loves it!” he said quite enthusiastically. “And I 

just love to watch her! Nothing I like better than to 
sit by the fire in the evenings, and watch her sew! It’s 
so peaceful, and homelike and charming!’’ His whole 
face lit up as he said this, and he looked real happy. 
| liked that. I like domesticated men. 

Well, he paid for his present, and went out, and I 
didn’t see him for another week. Then one afternoon 
I went into the fur department where we were holding 
a sale. As I came down the aisle, | saw Henry, who was 
standing with his hack towards me. He was talking to 
the salesgirl, who was showing him a fur displayed on a 
dummy. I heard him say something about lus wife’s 
birthday. 

| thought to myself: “Well, he certainly is a generous 
husband!” but I hadn’t time to talk to him, and I don’t 
Later, however, the girl had to 
come and speak to me about that particular sale, and she 
told me that he had bought a set of furs for his wife’s 
birthday. She was a new girl and rather talkative. I 
remember something she said to me. 

“Mr. Toomey, he was such a nice gentleman! You 
should have heard the lovely things he said about his 
wife. He must be just crazy about her.” 

Well, after that | was always seeing him around the 
store, and he sure was a good customer. Always buying 
things for his wife, and for the house, and for his little 
girl. I found many an opportunity to talk to him, and 

we got quite friendly. At first he was very shy and 
timid and reserved, but later he seemed to take to 
me, and he opened up a bit. He seemed to enjoy 

our talks together. 
He'd been married three years he told me, 
and they had the sweetest little girl. 1 enjoyed 
hearing hitn tell me his stories. I really got 
“€ quite fond of the little man. There was 
something curiously child-like about him, 
which was remarkable, for he wasn’t 
a boy by any means. I guess he must 
have been about thirty-eight or forty. 


NE Sunday, about a year after 

I'd got to know him pretty well, 
I was driving my car from church 
when I saw Henry pottering about 
the yard of his house. It was a right 
pretty little house and yard, in a new 
street called Walnut Avenue—with 
maple trees planted on each side. 

1 stopped my car to pass the time 
of day, but Henry didn’t seem alto- 
gether glad to see me. He acted kind 
of nervous, and I was rather surprised 
because I figured we'd known each 
other long enough by then for him 
to have got over that. 

I admired his little house, and all 
the time I rather hoped Mrs. Bream 
and the little girl would appear, be- 
cause I'd heard so much about them. 
However, there [Turn to page 
70 
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as Told by 


SMART SET Readers 


E. B., 
Mauston, Wisc. 

T WAS a dear old lady’s first ride in a taxi, and she 

watched with glowing alarm the driver constantly 
putting his hand outside the car as a signal to the follow- 
ing traffic. At last she became angry, and said: 

“Young man, you look after that car of yours, and 
watch where you are going; I'll tell you when it starts 
raining.” 

* * * * * 7 * 


Miss E. A., 
Rawlins, Wyo. 


YOUNG couple had just been presented with a 
baby, and owed a large doctor bill. One night the 
husband came home very tired, and said, “I paid some 
more on the doctor bill today.” 
The mother exclaimed, “Oh, just think! 
more payments and the baby will be ours.” 


Ouly two 


* * * * * 


W. M., 
Palermo, Cal. 


AN OLD negro woman was hit by an automobile. 
While on the way to the hospital, she began to rave 
and holler. The doctor tried to soothe her. 

“Don't get excited, Mammy; you 
have the best chances in the world for 


S. B. M., 
Tacoma, Wash. 


UCIFER: “Doctuh, ah wants yuh tuh ’zamine mah 
frien’, Smoke. De moonshine whut he done 
drunk has made him sicker dan uh fool.” 
Doctor: “Smoke, do -you see any dragons or ghosts 
walking around this office ?” 
Smoke: “No, suh, ah ain’t a-seein’ none. 
Lucifer: “Lawd help us! Now ah done knows dat 
boy am past recov’ry, fo’ dis heah office 
am full of dem.” 


damages.” 
The old lady lookea at him with 
anger and said, “Damages! Damages! 


Good Lord, man, I got damages 
enough. What I needs is a few 
repairs.” 

* * * 
Alma, Mich. 


WO colored privates were discuss- 


We will pay $3 for 
every joke published 
each month. Those 
found unavailable 
will not be returned. 


* * * 


Miss E. M., 
Springfield, Mass. 


SAN FRANCISCO lady was 
training a new and inexperienced 
Chinese houseboy, and among other 
things found it necessary to teach him 
to receive a caller. 
“Now, Wing,” she said, “when I 
come home this afternoon I shall ring 


ing the relative merits of their 
buglers. 

“Why, man, dat bugler of ma reg’ment am so good 
dat when he plays “Pay Day” it sound zactly lak de 
Symphony Orchestra playin’ “De Rosary.” 

“Hush yo’ mouth, nigger! You ain't got no bugler 
‘tall. When ouwah bugler, Snowball Jones, wraps his 
lips ‘roun’ his bugle an’ plays de mess call, ah looks 
down at mah beans an’ says: “Strawberries, behave 
Te you're kickin’ de whipped cream out o’ de 
isn. 
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the bell, and you must pay attention to 
what I tell you to do when you open 
the door.” 

When the boy did this on her return, she handed him 
her visiting card and had him show her into the drawing- 
room. Soon after, a real caller appeared. Wing took the 
proffered bit of pasteboard and gravely compared it 
with his mistress’ card, which he produced from his 
sleeve. After looking at the two for a moment, he 
remarked : 

“Tickee no samee; no can come in.” 
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Sometimes We 


Get to Talking of 


What 


Herbert enrolled for a correspondence course and I became his instructor. 


MARRIED a poor man, and a very poor one at 
that. He came back from across the Pond to find 

me about to be married to a young wealthy officer who 
had returned sooner than he. Instead of waiting to make 
a success in life, or to earn a fortune, he persuaded me 
to elope with him and hand the other fellow the mitten. 
Consequently, on my previously set wedding day to 
the other fellow, Herbert and I skipped away to another 
town nearby and were married. The money the Govern- 
ment had given Herbert had purchased a suit of civilian 
clothes; beyond that, he was penniless. However, he 
had paid for a Liberty Bond while in service, so he sold 
this to pay for our license, our minister's 
fees, a wedding dinner, and a suite of 


thirty-five dollars each week, and as soon as some of 
the luxuries of life were assured, I began’ saving. I 
was getting more than he, but together we pooled our 
earnings and spent and saved equally. 

The salary I was counting so upon was suddenly cut 
short when I realized that a little life would soon depend 
upon me. This feeling was born of love, for in our 
poverty, even, we were strangely happy in the struggle. 
I worked until the very last, my condition not becoming 
apparent to my employers. They were shocked, indeed, 
when my husband phoned them one cold morning that a 
little bit of heaven had been sent us that very morning, 
and I would be unable to come to work. 

Our joy was cut short, for our little 


rooms at the little hotel. 

We were very happy, but.the under- 
lying thought of poverty haunted me 
not a little. Herbert never mentioned 
the subject during that one brief week, 
for he probably surmised that this would 
be a bright spot in the life that must 
surely follow. 

We wired the news home to my 
people, and a message of forgiveness 
came in answer to it, setting our minds 


Another bit of 

testimony 

prove that mar- 

riage 1s an aid 
to success 


Sheila, with her coal black curls, went 
away before the day was over, and our 
hearts were empty. After the effects of 
the anaesthetic wore off, I sank into a 
dream-like coma in which | lay for 
days. Afterward, my kindly nurse con- 
fided to me that Herbert never left my 
side for hours and hours, not even for 
a bite to eat, and not even then would 
he have gone only that they promised 
to call him should I awake. 


to 


at ease on that score. I think my parents 
were glad of my spunk, for I had been 
raised to a life of economy, and had I suddenly got my 
hands upon this other fellow’s wealth, I would have spent 
like mad. However, in my present state, I spent like 
mad—but mad with the thought of rigid economy. 

Herbert did not have a position waiting for him when 
he got back home, for bis boss had no patriotic qualms 
and “saved no jobs for no one.”” However, he did land 
a job that would at least keep us in food and shelter. 
I had been educated as a musician, but had never been 
forced to earn a living with it. Now I secretly applied 
for a position in a motion picture house, which, 
fortunately, I landed. 

My husband was rather hurt at heart by my having to 
work, but I was very happy to lay down a check for 
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The big hospital bill, the doctor’s bills, 
the undertaker’s bills, a cemetery lot, 
and hundreds of other bills, stared us in the face when 
I was able to return in a wheel chair to our home. Our 
savings went to pay the hospital bill, which we had not 
figured on. I had not intended to go to the hospital, but 
when my condition became alarming, the doctors 


advised it. 

| WAS left in ill health, unable to resume my former 
job. This, with the grief of losing our daughter, 

worried me not a little. : ; 
Herbert kept cheering me up with promises of a rosy 

future and perhaps another baby to stay with us some 

other time. However, our hopes were blasted when I 

overheard our family doctor [Turn to page 101] 
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“4 
Essence 


of Your 


beaut 


is the TEXTURE of Your Skin 


HOW PRINCESS PAT TWIN CREAMS DO WHAT NO SINGLE FACE CREAM 
EVER WAS ABLE TO DO FOR YOUR SKIN’S TEXTURE 


EALIZE this first, if you would 

retain or regain your loveliness, 

that the very essence of 

youth’s own radiant beauty is a vel- 

vety, fine-grained texture of skin. This 

is beauty. It is Youth. It is you—as 

you can be. Keep it through the years 

to come. If this beauty of texture has 

been lost along the way, bring it back. 
You must—and you can. 


Complexion beauty is never 
really lost 


That is one of the miracles of Nature—your 
ever-changing skin. Day by day, hour by 
hour, Nature is casting off the old and 
building up the new—restoring, reviving, 
refining. 

If, as you look in your mirror, the signs of 
retreating beauty meet your eyes—if the 
skin is dull, roughened, faded—you must 
realize that this is really only a temporary 
condition, due principally to coarse pores. 
They are not natural to your skin. Give 
Nature a chance, for just a brief period, and 
see how soon she'll build your skin over 
new, the youthful, glowing, fine-grained 
complexion you will be proud of. 

You, of course, think of all the things you 
do constantly to help Nature—the care with 
which you cleanse the pores, the creams 
with which you massage and nourish and 


soften your skin. But think of the one thing 
you do to obstruct Nature. You do not close 
the pores. You leave them wide open, un- 
protected. They become clogged with soil 
and dust and even possibly with powder. 
Is it strange that in time they are enlarged, 
coarsened and the essence of your beauty 
is destroyed? 


There is but one sure way to protect and 
preserve the texture of your skin—close the 
pores before powdering, it must be done. 
There is a way to accomplish this—a new, 
dainty, delightfully simple way—as effec- 
tive as a daily beauty parlor facial with its 
accompanying application of ice. And this 
new way never fails. 


What one cream won’t do 
Princess Pat Twin Creams will 


No single face cream can perform the double 
task of both nourishing the skin and closing 
the pores. For logically the same ingredients 
that open the pores cannot also close them. 
And naturally the skin must be nourished 
before the pores are closed. This important 
discovery by Princess Pat Chemists led to 
the creating of Princess Pat T2vin Creams 
the first, Princess Pat Cream, to soften and 
nourish the skin, the second, Princess Pat 
Ice Astringent, to close the pores. 


This gives you a definite method on which 
to work with Nature in preserving and re- 
fining the texture of your skin. 


Pat 


PRINCESS PAT, Ltd. 


33 Chicago, U.S.A. 


In Canada Address: 107 Duke St., Toronto, Ont. 
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Try this new and definite Princess Pat 
TWIN CREAM METHOD 


| After thoroughly cleansing the pores, feed 

the tissues with Princess Pat Cream, manip- 
ulating with upward and outward strokes 
of the fe This nourishes the skin 
to the depth of each pore. Now while the 
Cream remains on your skin 


2 Pat the Ice Astringent right over the Cream. 

Instantly you will experience a delightfully 
cooling, reviving sensation. The tiny blood 
vessels surge to renewed action, the warm 
natural color floods your cheeks. Now wipe 
all surplus cream away. Your pores are con- 
tracted and skin texture is like velvet. 


This is the only method by which the nourish- 
ment can be fed into your skin and retained all 
day long by your contracted pores. Follow these 
simple steps faithfully and you will be amazed at 
how quickly your skin will resume its soft, firm, 
fine-grained loveliness. Follow them regularly and 
continuously and the skin will be always beautiful. 


As for powdering, you are now ready, without 
further preparation. Your powder will adhere as 
never before without the possibility of its enter- 
ing and clogging the pores. 


So that every woman may have 
ree ample opportunity to test the 
effectiveness of the Princess Pat Twin 
Cream Method on her own skin, we take 

| pleasure in sending a generous Demonstration 
Packet containing Princesss Pat Cream and 
Princess Pat Ice Astringent, entirely without 
charge. Just mail the coupon. 


| 


PRINCESS PAT, Lid, | 
Dept. 247, 2709 S. Wells St., Chicago. | 


Entirely free, please forward me postpaid your Dem- 
onstration Packet of Princess Pat Twin Creams. 
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Found! 


A real friend to beauty. You will 
fall in love with Norida, for now 
you can always use your favorite 
loose powder and carry it with 
perfect safety. It cannot spill. 


Norida is not a compact or a sifter, 
but it’s a patented non-spilling Vani- 
tie for your favorite loose powder 


And here is our latest creation 
the Norida double Vanitie — for 
your favorite loose powder and 
rouge cake. Has an adjustable mir- 
ror and two puffs. It’s really the 
most wonderful double vanitie you 
ever saw. 


630 5 WABASH AVE CHICAGO, ILI 


e 

housands ple sed, 

arrival of Big 

scope with E Case and Strap, dep with 

man only $1.85 plus few pennies P stage. Satis- 
te der deposit r day 


f Hold the Norida 
See! Vanitie upside 
down. The loose powder 
cannot spill, Isn’t that 
great? 


Really, as an aid to your 
beauty, Norida is worth its 
weight in gold. Does away 
with cake powder. You can 
refill it yourself with any loose 
powder you prefer. 


Norida Single Vanitie $1.50, 
Gilt or Silver, filled with 
Norida Fleur Sauvage ( Wild- 
flower) Poudre. 


Norida Double Vanitie $2.00, 
Gilt or Silver, filled with 
Norida Fleur Sauvage (Wild- 
flower) Poudreand rouge cake. 


cAt All Stores 


or we will mail direct (in 
your favorite shade of powder 
and rouge) if your dealer can- 
not supply you. 


Write quick for 
our offer 


Lear at heme in spare 


tim by ur new n 
method, Commercial Cart 
t desig nin Delig 
in “big demanc 
ne drawit Hand 
erything 
TODAY 


FERR Y & CO., Dept. BId1, 3224 N. Haisted St., Chicago Washington School of Art, Inc., Rm. 967C, 1115-15th St., N.W. Wash., D.C. 


Deaf? A 


brings 


joy of good hearing again 


Amazing Invention enables deaf to hear instantly 
Sent on Ten Days’ Free Trial 


S i t the ffer to send it to you without 

I ; 1 string of any kind—for ten days’ free trial. 

| é N d ta deposit—no C. O. D.’S of 

1 ‘ \ x ind To take advantage of this 

1 offer, simply write to the 

Are e per-  Dictograph’ Products Corporation, Depart 

r aid been perfected ment 1307 W, 220 West 42nd Street, es 

New Y ‘ t Im: York ¢ In justice to yourself, please 

R i If have lost hope through other 

‘ ‘ ls, we are even more anxious to 

\ y; uve you try this remarkable little inven- 

irally. tion. For it will not fail you; and there 

_The inventors are so sure you will be is nothing for you to lose. Simply send 
elated with this wonderful little discovery name and address now. 
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What I Learned 


from Arline 
|Continued from page 52] 


wedding bell in the parlor, I learned what 
I had never dreamed of. [Ed told me that 
he had been married out West, but that 
he hadn't lived with his wite for two 
years; that his divorce would be granted 
in a month or so; that we could be secretly 
married, and announce it after he got his 
divorce. 

“We hadn't been married but about two 
weeks when he told me that there was 


| a hitch in the divorce, and that his wife 


was coming to New York. After a few 
months’ trip, | went away, presumably to 
work in a summer cabaret up in th 


Adirondacks 


HEN I came back, little Arline was 

old enough to be placed over at Mrs 
Chapman's Baby Farm, on Long Island 
That's where | disappear to every now 
and then She had the best care over 
there—good food and attention by a 
motherly old soul who's a specialist at the 
job And, May, that’s the best place in 
the world | know of for little May.” 

I started to speak, horror-stricken. 

“Now, wait just a minute, honey,” she 
went on. “Just a minute. I've got more 
worldly experience than you have. I've 
got a plan that will work out best for you 
and May—and also I'm going to ask a 
favor. Am | a good enough friend of 
yours to ask a favor, May?” 

She was a good little saleswoman, Arline 
was. The tears came to my eyes, and | 
told her that questions like that were un 
necessary after her kindness to me. 

‘All right, then,” she said. “This is the 
big idea. Cabaret work gets pretty dull 
in the summer. [| can't make a living—for 
the sake of that chubby little cherub over 
on the Baby Farm. And you can’t save 
any money working in the store and sup- 
porting the both of us through the summer, 
and little May, too. So, hold your breath 
again—here’s the big kick 

“I've met a man who drops into the 


cabaret occasionally. It’s Adler, who con 
trols what's called the Western Wheel in 
burlesque. He's sending out what is 


known as a turkey burlesque show, and is 
going to send it out in the summer time 
as an experiment. The troupe will play 
a lot of show-hungry towns through the 
Northwest, and end up at Vancouver, and 
by that time the regular season will be on 
and we can double-back East. Now, don't 
think burlesque girls are bad girls. They're 
a good deal the same as any other girls 
some good, some bad. Adler likes my 
singing and dancing—it’s not myself he 
likes; don't worry. He wants a good class 
of girls for this show, the kind that'll 
save their money and keep off the streets 
after the show in those lumber towns that 
are full of men. He wants serious-minded 
girls that'll keep in shape to do a hard 
day’s work, matinee and night. He's 
oftered me a contract, and I’ve taken it 
under one condition—that he signs you up, 
too!” 

\ thousand objections sprang to my lips, 
but Arline silenced me again. 

“Now, May,” she lectured me, “listen 
to Mother here. You'll say you can’t sing 
and you can’t dance, but you don’t know 
what you can do till you try. We get 
three weeks’ rehearsal, with pay. Good 
pay, too!” 

We talked it over for an hour. Arline 
was convincing. There was no getting 
around her arguments. So, next day, we 
went over to Mrs. Chapman’s Baby Farm. 
\ kind, motherly old lady gave us a cor- 

[Turn to page 76] 


cAt Last! 
for Loose Powder ~ 
Spill By 
NODIDA PADFUMEDIE 


“Rut Your Highness doesn’t 
even k 


know who I am 

” sighed the Prince; 
1 have floundered 
he waves of your hair!” 


Jacqueline 


llarwood 


—that night she danced 
with the Prince 


The Most Thrilling Moment 
of my Life 


by Jacqueline Harwood 


When I first got to Paris, some months ago, 
I was the most excited girl you ever saw. How 
eagerly I anticipated the many delights of 
this capital of youth and gaiety, to say nothing 
of the myriad receptions, balls and other 
affairs to which I had entree through my 
friends among the inner circle of the American 
colony! 

During the next few weeks my life was one 
lovely dream, but there was one great disap- 
pointment in store for me. Frankly, | didn’t 
seem to meet with my usual success at these 
social affairs. Finally in desperation I begged 
my trusted friend, May Norton, to tell me 


what was wrong? 


“If you'll notice,” she started, tactfully, 
“you'll see that all the real popular girls here 
have very thick hair and keep it beautifully 
marcelled. The men of France are very 
critical about a woman’s hair, and—” 


She didn’t need to finish her sentence. That 
was where the trouble lay—my tousled, scrag- 
gly hair! 


May tells her secret 


“But what can I do,” I asked anxicusiy. “I have had 
marcels galore. My hair looks fine for a while, but soon 
*s just the trouble,” May replied, “you've 
having it marcelled too much. It has taken all th 
out of your hair.” 

May hesitated a moment and then walked aver to her 
dresser. Ope the lower drawer, she pull 


contraption and a bottk liquid 


lied out a 


queer littl 
you re having, she 
ip I got 


used to hav 
ee s curling 
nee then I’ve never had 


cont if 
it just before I | 
any more trouble with my 

It took but a moment for her to explain how this simple 
curling device worked; how it put in the waves without 


applying heat and, by always gett 

same place, trained r to ste 

In a second May had a towel about my shoulders and 
lemor r f } 


was giving me an actual tion of her new dis- 
covery. I could h rdly wait t fifteen minutes it took 
for the curling fluid to dry. Finally when May removed 
the cap and told me t k in the mirror, what a delight- 
ful surprise it was Instead of the unruly, scragely 
locks | was accustomed to seeing, there was the loveliest 


marcel | had ever had 


On with the dance! 


The next night was to be held la Grande Pal Masque, 
which it was rumored Prince Dimitri was to attend 
incognito Before dressing that evening, May let me 
try her curling cap again. This time my marcel was 
even more beautiful, so I went to the ball with pulse 
beating fast and hope running high. 

About midway of the evening I noticed a pair of burning 
eyes focused on me They belonged to a tall, graceful 
young man whose handsome face was only partly hidden 
; His rega! bearing told me here was the 
Prince. The rest seems like a dream to me 

I remember being held in the strongest arms I've ever 
felt. I remember floating through the most beautiful 
waltz I’ve ever heard. I remember a stroll through the 
conservatory, where a melodious voice murmured “sweet 
nothings” in my ear. I remember many other dances 
with the fascinating Prince—and hundreds of envious eyes 
that followed every step. 

I sha!l never forget that evening as long as I live. It 
was my night. Yes—thanks to May Norton and an 
ingenious American inventor—that was my night! 

You may be sure I was never a “wall flower” after that 
Immediately I ordered a curling outfit for myself, and as I 
continued to use the remarkable Curling Liquid and 
Curling Cap my hair constantly became thicker, glossier 


and more wavy and I became more popular than ever. 


Try it at our risk 


Thousands of girls and women will have Miss Harwood 
to thank for this opportunity, for at her suggestion, we 
are going to give them a chance to convince themselves of 
the remarkable results they can get with McGowan’s 
Curling Cap and Curling Fluid without risking a cent. 
Ninety-eight women out of a hundred who try this 
Curling Cap are most enthusiastic about it and can’t say 
enough in its favor. They are the best advertisements we 
could have, so naturally we are anxious to get the McGowan 
Curling Outfit into their hands as quickly as possible. 


To put on the Curling Cap 
mr extend the ela tic hea = 
ith the hands and bring 
the hair. Then with the 
r ran orange stick, you 

ut the hair in Isttle 
and let them dry in 
shis position 


(Patents pending) 
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Send no money—just mail the coupon 


You don’t have to risk one cent to try the McGowan 
Curling Outfit at your own home. Simply sign and mail 
the coupon. When the postman brings your outfit, just 
pay him $2.87, plus a few cents postage, and your marcel 
worries are at an end. After you have tried this magic 
Curling Cap and Curling Fluid for 5 days, if you are not 
perfectly delighted with results—if it doesn’t give you the 
most beautiful marcel you ever had and improve your 
hair in every iy—simply return the outfit and your 
money will be refunded without a single question. 

you ate tired of wasting your time and money on 

els; if you have trouble 

r 1 looking its best; if you 

want the beauty that rich, glossy, curly hair will bring, 

don’t put it off another minute Sign the coupon now 

and mail it right away. Remember, you do not risk a 
single penny. 


| | 
order 
A Bottle of McGowan’s Shampoo ! 


For a limited time we will include with 
every order, absolutely free, a bottle of | 
McGowan’s Shampoo. This product is 
regularly sold at $1.25, so you are actually | 
getting a $4.12 marcelling and shampoo- | 
ing outfit for only $2.87. But you must 
act immediately if you want to take ad- 
vantage of this liberal offer for we can’t 
afford to extend it indefinitely. Mail 


the coupon today. 


McGowan Laboratories 
710 W. Jackson Blvd. Chicago 


COUPON 
The McGowan Laboratories 
710 W. Jackson 3ivd., Dept. 61, Chicago 


! 
! Dear Mr. McGowan: Please send me your hair curl ! 
! ing outfit, which includes your newly invented i 
1 Curling Cap, and a bottle of Curling Liquid also | 
1 the free bottle of MeGowan's Shampoo I agree t& 1 
I deposit $2.87 (plus postage) with the postman i 
upon its delivery If I am not satisfied with results 
I in every way I will return outfit to you within five ! 
§) days and you are to refund my money I 
! 
! 
i 
4 


Address 


Note: If you exp to be out when the postman 
calls, enclose $3 with your order and the MeGowan 
Curling Outfit will be sent postpaid 
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» Dana, Beautiful Star, recommends Maybelline 


that Charm 


WILL BEAUTIFY YOUR EYES INSTANTLY 
A touch of MAYBELLINE works beauty 


wonders, Scant eyebrows and lashes are made to 
appear naturally dark, long and luxurious. All the 
hidden loveliness of your eyes,their brilliance, depth 
and expression — is in tant! y revealed. The differ- 
ence is remarkable. Girls and women everywhere, 
even the most beautiful actrasess of the stage and 
screen, now realize that MAYBELLINE is the most 
important aid to beauty and “a it regularly. Per- 


MAY BEL LINE may be had in either solid form or 
waterproof liquid form. Black or Brown. Price 75c. 
AT YOUR DEALER’S or direct from us, postpaid. 
Accept only genuine MAYBELLINE and your satis- 
faction is assured. Tear this out now as a reminder. 


MAYBELLINE COMPANY 
4750-80 Sheridan Road 


Chicago, Ill. 


Solid F 


INSTANTLY 


witHout 


PRACTICE 


Johnson's 


SUPER-SAX 


-world 


lever be for ore has the music 


w supply 
and make you th 


‘NEW METHOD 
90 SONGS and 
SAX-CARRYING BAG 


bn = Sax 


we equired No 
long months 
with the 

nat pew rock- 

f you 
meth 

You will 

Diay “> »pular 

® you take this 


boys anc 
BE POPULAR. The Super-Gax 
is great for Solo Work, Vocal 
Accompaniments, and DANCE 
ORCHESTRAS AND BANDS 
This is a no profit offer for adver- 
pour SUPER- 
M d 


pieces of mu i Sax-Carrying Bag 


90 pi 
FREE while the $5.96 price 


Just pay 


w pe tage 5 the 
es. You must be satisfied. 
Guarantee protecta mal 


r at once while We are able to 
ipment 


W. Jackson Bivd. 


dial welcome. I saw little Arline for the 
rst time. She toddled out to the reception 
room to greet her mother, and she was 
carrying a big bisque doll. Mrs. Chapman 
kissed little May, and said she’d take the 
best of care of her. I made the. required 
payments, and left with a heavy heart, but 
| felt that my baby was in good hands; 
that it was fairer to her than to try to 
hold my store job and care for her too. 
Three weeks aiter that, the “Parisian 
Vampires” start the experimental tour, 
and Arline was cheering me up with her 
bright chatter as the train pulled out. 
RLINE was right once more. There 
4 were some modest and_ respectable 
girls in that turkey burlesque show. sup- 
pose there were some others, too, but Ar- 
line and I kept to ourselves a good deal. 


We played three matinees and three nights 


in the larger cities, then made longer jumps 
and worked only three days a week, but 
received a full week’s salary 

| received a letter from Mrs. Chapman 
about every week She made the one 
letter do for Arline and myself. Every- 
thing was coming along nicely. The kiddies 
were well, Mrs. Chapman wrote, and grow 
ing so healthy that they were outgrowing 
their clothes and developing healthy ap 
petites. It was phrased in such a way that 

was delight for us to learn that the 
weekly payments were to be advanced 

The weeks flitted by. We were saving 
money, and the babies were healthy and 
erowme. The little bits of gossip we 
heard in the troupe were exciting. Some 
of the girls had deserted. One eloped with 
a mining man at Butte, Montana. Another 
| fell ill in Livingston, and Adler left her 
behind and paid her hospital bill. I was 
given a small part, although Arline was 
still in tights and dancing in the chorus. 

We were playing all sorts of towns on 
short notice now. I did not have much 
time for thinking. Naturally, I thought of 
the baby, and Joe, and I had -_— a little 
when we passed through Sioux Falls. Of 
course, Elvira knew nothing about my 
burlesque venture 

We reached New York early one morn- 
ing and had a hurried snack at Childs’. 
It did not take us long to get down to our 
old Twenty-first Street lodgings. The 
months had changed the old place. 

But we made hasty, feverish arrange- 
ments. We wanted to see those babies! 

Mrs. Chapman greeted us smilingly. Her 
smile faded when we told her we were 
going to take the babies out to live with 
us for a few weeks while we were in New 
York, but she was still courteous. 

“Why not let the dear little children re- 
main a couple of weeks until you're 
settled?” she asked. But no—I wanted 
May right then. Where was her room? 


I'd rush up and hug her. 


Mrs. Chapman, however, preferred to 
|bring the children out to the reception 
lroom. While we waited we could hear an 


argument going on upstairs. 


“You just wz ait. you old hag!” we could 


hear plainly. “I'll show you up, you old 
fool !” 

There were some indistinct words. We 
heard Mrs. Chapman’s voice: “Don’t for- 
get that I've got something on you, you 
impudent hussy. Here I take you in——” 

There was the sound of a slammed door, 
and we could not make out the rest. 


Soon after, Mrs. Chapman came in with 
the children. She still wanted to keep them 
a couple of weeks, and said to help us out 
she would keep them for nothing until we 
got settled. She just loved the little dears! 
But we wanted our babies to be with us. 
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What I Learned from Arline 


page 74] 


paid Mrs. Chapman the 
walked out to the 
There was a call of “Good-by, sweet- 
heart,” and a tap on an upstairs window. 
We looked up, and a girl in a nursemaid’s 
uniform was waving good-by at the 
children. 

Arline planned to get a job for a few 
weeks, while | would be mother to both 
of the tots. 

“We're going to have a happy time,” | 
told her. “I'll stay home and mother the 
babes. By the time Adler’s brother’s show 
opens, we can put them back with Mrs. 
Chapman.” 

\t the sound of the name 


balance due, 
waiting jitney-bus. 


We 


and 


Arline looked 


up rather queerly. She had a habit of 
“hunches” and they were usually right. 
“Did you notice anything ‘phoney’ about 


that place today?” she asked. 

“You mean the argument?” 

“Well, that too. But I had the feeling 
that Mrs. Chapman was over anxious to 
keep the kids for awhile, and then when she 
couldn't, she tried to get us out before that 
nursemaid opened up. You remember we 
waited more than half an hour and she 
told us we could just make the train.’ 

“Oh, that might have been a natural 
mistake,” I said. But doubts had assailed 
me, too. 

The doubts became certainties the next 
day. Arline had gone out to see about a 
job when someone ran up to tell me that 
a lady was downstairs to see me. The 
news put me in a queer state of excitement. 
It was the nursemaid who had waved from 


the upstairs window of Mrs. Chapman's 
house. 
rhe girl had found my address from 


Mrs. Chapman’s records, and then she told 
me things that made my blood boil. She 
said that Mrs. Chapman had run the Baby 
Farm almost alone until about six months 
previous. She would hire no nursemaids. 
Then she picked up Nettie Michel—that 
was the nursemaid’s name—in Night Court. 
She had been in a home for incorrigible 
girls, and was on probation. She told me 
frankly that Mrs. Chapman had some- 
thing “on” her, and realizing that this 
would seal the girl's lips, had taken her in 


to care for the babies. 
Ihe doll which I had seen in the arms 
of Arline’s girl the first day I visited 


there was simply a sort of stage-property. 


It was the only doll in the place. All this 
news astonished me, but the next announce- 
ment made me see red. One of the 
little children had broken the doll a few 
weeks previous, and Mrs. Chapman had 
whipped the child mercilessly. That was 
bad enough—but the child had been mry 


child! 


F course at first I thought that Nettie 
might be lying—trying, perhaps, to 
wreak vengeance for a personal grudge 
But her words rang true. She walked over 
to the crib and took the little rompers off 
of my May and showed me the fading 
marks of what had once been large red 
welts. 
“But why didn’t you go to the author- 


ities ?” I asked Nettie. 

“Me go to the authorities!” she re- 
peated. “That ‘ud be a fine we for me 
to go, wouldn’t it now? Why, I’m on my 
way back to the Girls’ Reformatory now 
if they get me. That's what shut my 
mouth yesterday, but I had another big 
fight with that old hag today and ran 


away.” 

It cost me six dollars in taxi fare, but 
I didn’t think of that as I burst into Mrs. 
Chapman's house and hurled my accusa 
tions at her. Her habitual smile had now 
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become a sneer. She resented my intrusion 
and said some uncomplimentary things 
about my character. She would not admit 
whipping my child, but said that if she got 
it she deserved it. 

I can’t exactly say what possessed me. 
| don’t remember ~ of the next few 
minutes. I went mad, | guess. I remember 
| started by picking ae a new bisque doll— 
one to replace the old property doll, | sup- 
pose—and crashed it to the floor. 

“Now, punish me!” I yelled, as I grabbed 
her by the hair. She finally tore herself 
free and came back with a revolver. I 
picked up a vase and hurled it at her. 
There was a shot. I learned afterwards 
that the bullet struck her in the foot, God 
forgive me! At the time I wished it had 
gone through her heart. I remember the 
taxi chauffeur rushing in and asking what 
was the matter, and Mrs. Chapman’s 
screech to hold me while she telephoned the 
police. 


HE next few days were a nightmare. 

I was arrested on a charge of assault 
and forced to remain in jail all night. As 
soon as I was able to get in touch with 
\rline and disjointedly explain what had 
happened, she proved her friendship once 
more. She got Simmons to put up a bond 
for me, and | was released until the day of 
the trial. The lawyer retained by Simmons 
tried to have the charge withdrawn, but old 
Mrs. Chapman was vindictive. She finally 
agreed to have the charge reduced to “dis- 
orderly conduct” if we would make ar- 
rangements to have no publicity about her 
baby farm. I was for seeing the thing 
through to the limit, but the cooler-headed 
Arline was persuaded by the lawyer that 
it would be best to accept the terms. I 
wanted, also, to protect Arline’s secret. 

sat in the court-room .that. stifling 
afternoon, and heard myself called all sorts 
ot names which I did not deserve. I was a 
bad woman. I was a cheap burlesquer. 

I suppose the court meant to be fair. I 
suppose the circumstantial evidence was all 
against me. But I'll never forget the 
severe look in that judge’s eyes as he 
lectured me that afternoon; advised me to 
lead a better life, to stop drinking and to 
be worthy of motherhood. The bitter, 
ironical sting of it! 

“Mrs. Chapman,” he said in closing, “is 
a kind, respectable woman who has given 
her life to the faithful care of many un- 
fortunate children—children whose sinful 
parents have not given them a chance to 
look the world in the eyes. She accepts 
pay for it, of course—she has to make a 
living. But the charges which you have 
falsely made against her are ridiculous. 
Her reputation as an honest, God-fearing 
woman in this community is too well 
established to be torn down by the lies of 
a woman such as you have proved yourself 
to be. The sentence of this court is that 
you be confined in the jail for sixty days!’ 

| fainted when I heard the sentence. 


When I came to, Arline was bathing mv 
forehead in cold water. She was an angel 
during my confinement in jail—in jail! 

Arline visited me daily, and told me she 
was caring for little May. She even told 
me other comforting lies—how the baby 
Was gaining in weight; how she had bought 
it a pair of blue baby-shoes, and so on. 

lost seven pounds the first few days in 
jail. How | hate that word! But I was 
destined never to finish my sentence. After 
all, Justice usually triumphs. Justice 
brought about my liberty—Justice, and 
Arline, and John Locke. John had sold 
a scenario, and had returned to his old 
Twenty-first Street room, but he had had 
a sufficient taste of the perils of freelance 
writing, and had gone back to his old job 
as reporter on a large and_ sensational 
daily. I got the details from them later. 
Arline had told him the whole story, and 
he had made a quiet investigation of Mrs. 
Chapman's Baby Farm. The story was one 
of the sensations of the month. Mrs. 
Chapman’s Baby Farm was exposed in all 
its sordid detail. The old woman was 
arrested, later released on bail, and was 
believed to have left the country. My 
name was used, but it was my burlesque 
name. 

My picture was published. And it was 
recognized by one person who once was 
very dear to me; one whom I still re- 
member for the good that was in him 
despite his weaknesses. That person was 
Joe Whitney, later known merely by a 
number in the cell to which his mistakes 
had led him. Poor Joe! He was shot dead 
while trying to scale those relentless walls. 
Was he coming to me to beg my forgive- 
ness as he had in his letters—or did he plan 
in his own way to free me of a man 
doomed for years to a living death? 


* * + * * * 


Little Arline fell a victim to an infantile 
paralysis plague which swept our neighbor- 
hood. I do not want to think of that day 
of the funeral—the little cemetery plot, 
sad-faced Arline, and Mr. Simmons, also 
sad, standing beside that little grave as the 
coffin was lowered and their child dis- 
appeared from their lives. Poor Arline! 
Born to sorrow, and trying so hard to mask 
it beneath a thin veil of frivolity—a veil so 
thin that, though it may fool her chance 
acquaintances, it can never deceive me—or 
her own great, generous heart. 


HAVE left the stage, and two years 

ago became proprietress of “The Baby 
Shoppe.” Once more I am handling soft 
little garments of eider-down and asking 
little children what Santa Claus is going 
to bring them. | have tried to forget what 
is past. Little May helps me do this—and 
yet, at times, she reminds me of them, too. 
And Arline and John Locke—I often 
wonder if I can ever repay them for their 
kindness. 


| | 


Winners of the March Letter Contest 
$25.00 Prize, Pauline Grace Hunt, Los Gatos, Calif. 


$10. 00 Prize 


Henrietta Randegger, New York City 


$5.00 Prize, W.H. Holliday, Butte, Montana 


Do you know why the above were selected by the editors as worthy of special mention 


and prises? Let-me tell you. 


They didn’t send us a letter that made us feel that we were being patted on the back 
to the accompanying strains of * ‘Good work, old boy; everything in the magas py 


is splendidly done. 


They praised us, to be sure. 


But they so felt the spirit of THEI} 


magasine that they told us frankly what they didn’t like, and what they peehetenl 


What do you think of this issue? 


Which is your favorite story, and why? 


Would 


you like to see more features? What about the cover? 
The same prises will be given again this month. The contest closes July 15th; ‘prises 


awarded August Ist. 


The editors will be the judges. 


Tue Epiror. 
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Make This Dress 


in an Hour 
for only $4.84 


HE lovely dress shown above is just one of the 
famous “One Hour Dresses’ that have created 
such a sensation. 
You can make it right at home in an amazingly 
short time for a third of what you would pay in the 
shops. The only cost is $4.84 for materials, as follows: 


2% yards 40-inch \ ene @ $1. 79 $4.48 
% yard 2-inch Rib 14 
1 skein Silk - © 12 


$4.84 


It would cost you at least $15 
ready-made—so you save $10.16. 


The plan for making “One Hour Dresses” was 
originated by the Woman’s Institute and is just 
one feature of a new and almost magical method by 
which you can learn to make all of your own clothes 
right at home—no matter where you live—no matter 
how little you may know about sewing. 


21 NEW DESIGNS 
ALL FOR 


The Woman’s Institute has published a handsome 
16-page book which gives complete step-by- -ste > in- 
structions for naking the “One Hour Dress’’ shown 
above and 20 others just as lovely. 


They are all lovely models, in 
the very latest style, and every 
step in measuring, cutting, sew- 
ing and finishing is so clearly ex- 
plained and so easy to follow 
that you will be surprised how 
quickly you can make the dresses 
you want. 

And the cost of the book con- 
taining all 21 designs is only 25c. 

Just mail the coupon with 25c 
in coin or stamps and we’ll send 
you a copy by return mail. 


WOMAN'S INSTITUTE 
Dept. 306-U, Scranton, Penna. 

I am enclosing 25 cents. Please send me the 
“One Hour Dress’ book, which gives complete 
step-by-step instructions for making the dress illus- 
trated above and twenty others just as lovely. 


Name 
(Please specify whether Mrs. or Miss) 


Address 
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Something NEW 
for BOBBED HAIR 


There is a tremendous difference in bobs. Some 
are wonderfully attractive and becoming, while 
others, well — which kind is yours ? 

I wish you could picture the becoming kind I 
have in mind — the sort that makes men turn to 
admire. I can’t tell you what the color is, but 
it’s full of those tiny dancing ligh ts that somehow 
suggest auburn, yet which are really no more ac- 
tual color than sunlighris. It’s only when the head 
is moved that you catch the auburn suggestion— 
the fleeting glint of gold. 

You have no idea how much your bob can be 
improved wi th the “tiny tint” Golden Glinr 
Shampoo will give it. If you want a bob like that 
I have in mind, buy a package and see for your- 
At drug stores, or send 25¢ direct to 

K , 662 Rainier Ave., Seattle, Wn. 


Glint 


SHAMPOO 


Have a Satin-Smooth 
Hair-Free Skin 


Science has solved the problem of 
removing unwanted hair pleasant- 
ly, without discomfort to the skin 
or complexion. This with NEET, a 
mild, dainty cream, You merely spread 
it on and then rinse off with clear water. That’s all; 
the hair will be gone and the skin left refreshingly cool, 
smooth and white! Old methods, the unwomanly razor 
and severe chemical preparations, have given way to 
this remarkable hair-removing cream which is the ac- 
cepted method of well-groomed women everywhere 
50¢ at Drug and Department stores or by mail 

Money back if it fails to please you. Buy now. 

HANNIBAL PHAR. CO..61S OLIVE ST., 


ST. LOUIS, MO 


Peel Off Freckles 


with Mercolized Wax 


It’s the sensible way. Better than trying to hide or cover 
up such disfigurements. Simply apply the wax at bed- 
time and wash off in the morning. This actually peels 
off the freckled cuticle, gently, gradually, without harm 
orinconvenience. Unveils the young, healthy, beautiful 
akin underneath. Unequaled as a blemish remover and 
complexion rejuvenator. Successfully used by hundreds 
of thousands the world over. Mercolized Wax, 95¢ a box 
at drug stores and toilet counters every where 
Write for free copy *‘Beauty Secrets Revealed.”’ 


DEARBORN SUPPLY CO., 2350 Clybourn Ave., Chicago 


Beauty Secrets Revealed 
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LABORATORIES 
3-A, Westport Sta., Kansas City, Mo. 


House in Kowloon 


| Ico 

large scale. I gave my name to the 
Chinese servant, who, wrapped in impec- 
cable remoteness, bowed me into a drawing- 


room and disappeared. It was a vast, cool 
and I was left alone in it long enough 
to realize that I had never seen the sump- 
)f its tapestries and pictures and 


room, 


tuousness ¢ 


rugs and brocaded divans, of its mere 
space, equalled, either in England or the 
Orient And then Mrs. Bell came in. I 
rose to meet her and she took me in her 
arms and kissed me effusively. 

Y DEAR!” she cried, with something 

that sounded like genuine affection in 
her voice, and then held me off at arms’ 
length to look at me. She was the same 
gracious lady with the fresh face and the 
beautiful white hair, and I fell once more 
under the spell of her charm. We sat down 
hand in hand, on the sofa, to tell each other 
what had befallen us since we last met, a 
story which, for my part, was ot course 
|made up of exaggerations of small events 


}and a silence on the affairs which had really 
loccupied my time | had just explained 
that Miss Waldon was engaged, when 
luncheon was announced, and we moved on 


out into the hall. Mrs. Bell's three 
daughters came a to meet me, and at 
the moment I seemed to have no oppor- 


Mise Waldon and her 
in for coffee with us 


tunity of adding that 
friend would come 
aiterwards. 

Che hall where I was introduced to these 
girls—another great room, out of which 
the stairs rose in a narrowing curve, with- 
out support—was dark, and | hardly knew 
what they looked like. It was only when 
we were sitting at the oval lunch-table 
and were sipping our cocktails that I looked 
across, over the bowl of pink roses, from 
one to the other of them, and was struck 
with the fact that no one the three 
resembled either of the others, or, what was 
more remarkable, her mother. The dis- 
similarity of their types was marked enough 
for comment, and at mine they all laughed. 

“T think | told you that I had been 
married three times,’ Mrs. Bell explained. 
“These girls are half-sisters; they each 
had a different father !” 

We ate jellied bouillon and talked 
trivialities—where I had danced; what was 
on at the theatres. My fatigue was coming 


of 


over me again, and the effect of the cock- 
tail was not what I had hoped it would 
be. It was depressing rather than stimulat- 


ing, and talking was an effort. Finding it 
impossible to keep my mind for any length 
of time on one subject, I found myself 
noticing such inconsequential things as the 


| fact that the lunch-cloth had Venetian lace 
| inserts, 


the service plates were 
had ever seen, and that 
of the daughters, Eva, had Titian red, 
bobbed hair. It was with her that her 
| mother seemed to have the most responsive 
relationship, though she evidently was on 
|happy terms with them all. 

| Suddenly a headache struck me, with 
violence that took my breath away, to- 
gether with a dizziness and a disinclination 
for food. I said nothing about it, how- 
ever, and tried to keep up my end of the 
conversation, though what I said I have no 
idea. The others seemed presently very far 
away: I could hardly hear their voices, 
and I got the most curious impression that 


and that 


the handsomest | 


they were watching me. When we sat 
down, there was only one servant in the 
room—the Chinaman who had opened the 


door on my arrival. Now I felt that there 
were others behind me, but my head spun 
so I was afraid to turn and look, and so 
confined my range of vision to what passed 
|directly in front of me. There were 
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37] 
animal heads on the wall. They suddenly 
multiplied and pressed in and all the time 
the four white faces at the table watched 
me! I began to feel a cold perspiration 
up and down my back, aid my hair prick 
ling at the roots. At last it was over and 
we got up to have our coffee in the draw- 
ing-room. And then suddenly | knew I 
couldn’t sit up any longer, and at that 
moment Eva took my arm. 

“You poor thing!” she said. 
an awful headache, haven’t you! 


“You've got 
It’s this 


heat. Come up-stairs and lie on my bed 
for a little while and you'll feel. lots 
better 

I was intensely grateful to her. Mrs 


Bell came up-stairs with us, in spite of my 
protests, and I followed them into a great 
cool bedroom overlooking the garden at the 
back of the house. I dropped down on the 
edge of the wide bed and ran my hands 
over the silk cover, thinking how refreshing 


the jade green color of it looked to my 
tired hot eyes. Eva went to get me an 
aspirin tablet, at my request. 


She came back after a moment, with a 
small wine glass of liquid. 

“I find we haven't any aspirin; I’m 
sorry,’ she explained. “But this is a lot 
better, anyway!” And she stood over me 
and put the wine glass into my hand. Its 
contents were thick and brown, and I sat 


there debating if | could overcome my 
distaste enough to drink it down, when, 
looking up, I happened to catch a wink 


passing between Mrs. Belland her daughter. 

My wits were nearly gone, thanks to the 
splitting headache, but I had just enough 
left to realize how queer and out of place 
that wink was. I put down the glass, and 
though they urged me with great solicitude 
to drink the brown stuff, saying what good 
it would do me, I refused. A few minutes 
later I was too far gone to think anything 
about winks, one way or another. Mrs. 
Bell and her daughter persuaded me to take 
off my dress and shoes, and slip into a 
negligee which they brought me. Then 
they dropped the slatted blinds across the 
window and went out and left me alone. 


MUST have lapsed into unconsciousness 

after that. I remember nothing for a 
time. It was some sort of a big fly, 
zooming around my head and lighting on 
my face, that finally roused me. Only half 
awake, and dizzy and sick, I found myself 
striking at the thing like a possessed 
creature. In the sticky heat in which I was 
sweltering, it came back again and again 
to torture me, and I worked myself up 
into a fever of passion over it! And then, 


while I sat on the bed, hitting out insanely 
every time the great fly came within 
arm’s reach, | heard a man’s voice, from 
somewhere down-stairs. In a second | 


jumped to my feet and started for the door, 
thinking that Miss Waldon and her friend 
had come. It was after three o'clock and 
they had promised to come at two. I was 
strangely glad to think they were there; at 


least I could call out to them from the 
head of the stairs. 

But the door was locked! I leaned 
against it, dizzy from my exertion and 


I tried the handle 
again; I shook the door—but 
all for nothing; it was locked! Perhaps 
that was not the right one; perhaps I was 
turned around. dashed at another door, 
on the next wall, and the horror that was 
dawning at the back of my befuddled 
brain, dropped away for a moment when 
it came open in my hand. But it opened 
into a clothes-closet, hung with many 
dresses, and I dropped on the floor in the 
agony of my disappointment. 


unable to understand. 


again and 


| 

| 
| | 


head in my hands, 
which perhaps I had 
subconsciously suspected ever since the 
attack of unnatural dizziness at lunch, 
broke in on me now with a terrible clear 
light. I knew just where I was, knew 
that my headache and nausea were not 
fatigue, but a drug they had given me, and 
that I was fairly caught and alone and 
helpless ! 

| wanted to get up and scream and beat 
upon the door; to make them come and let 
me out! But in a minute self-control re- 
asserted itself and I knew I must keep 
quiet; that | must get on my feet and walk, 
and not let the drowsiness overcome me! 
Whereupon I pulled myself up and set out 
to walk up and down the room, as fast as 
| could induce my dragg zing legs to carry 
me. There was no hope of escape ouf of 
the window; it was very high above the 
ground and looked out on the empty garden 
and the high wall of a house on the next 
street, tightly shuttered and evidently un- 
occupied. In the bathroom adjoining there 
was no outside door, and only a narrow 
window with the same outlook as my own. 

Presently, longing for relief from my 
nausea and dizziness, I tried to make my- 
self actively sick, but could not, and at last 
went back to walking the floor. How long 
I kept at it, I don't know. Suddenly there 
was a step outside and I threw myself on 
the bed and closed my eyes. I was just 
in time; Mrs. Bell and her daughter came 
into the room, and, for what seemed an 
endless time to me, stood over my bed, 
saying nothing. Then Mrs. Bell felt my 
pulse and I let myself go limp. 

“She’s all right, Eva,” Mrs. Bell said 
presently, dropping my hand. “I thought 
perhaps we had made it too strong, or 
given her too much, but she'll be all right 
now. She probably won't wake up before 
six o'clock, but you'd better take your 
things out of here now. We'll let her have 
this room tonight. We'll have to be very 
tactful!’ 

Eva went around the room, gathering 
her possessions, opening bureau drawers 
and taking things out of the closet. I lay 
trembling on the bed, wondering desper- 
ately if I could keep from screaming while 
they were there. At last they went out, 
shutting the door quietly behind them, and I 
summoned my last bit of self-control to lie 
quiet for a few moments more, in case 
they should have forgotten something and 
come back. Then I sat up. They had taken 
my dress and hat and shoes and bag with 
them, leaving me a prisoner in a scarlet 
negligee ! 


I sat there with my 
and my _ situation, 


WAS terrified. I began to remember 

details about my situation that I didn’t 
know I knew; that houses like this, where 
white girls were kept, were licensed in a 
foreign concession; that all the inmates 
were duly registered with the authorities; 
that if I spent a night in such a house, no 
matter under what circumstances, I should 
never have a chance to prove my innocence. 
People who keep such houses are always 
too powerful, too well in with the police. 
In the morning Mrs. Bell would go down 
and enter my name as an inmate, and I 
should never be allowed to leave! Can it 
be wondered that I nearly collapsed as I 
came to realize the full horror of my 
predicament ? 

I got up and tried the door once more. 
This time it was open and | tip-toed out 
into the hall. Down-stairs I could hear 
voices, but too far away to distinguish 
words. I went on along the hall, trying 
doors: one bedroom, another, a door locked 
on the inside, another bedroom, all large 
and sumptuously furnished with deep- 
cushioned chairs and chaises lonques and 
many mirrors, and hich, wide beds! 

I stopped in the doorway of thé third 


bedroom, utterly 


baffled and at my wit’s | 


end. My mind was clearing, thanks to the 
strain it was under, but I still could not 
fathom what to do next, where to turn 

Suddenly there were steps again, from 
behind a door which I had not yet tried, 
perhaps a servants’ hall. I darted into 


the room and flung myself under the bed, 
gathering my gown around me as best as 
I could. I was just in time. 


PERSON came into the room where I 


was and walked past the bed. A man, 
a Chinese servant, | gathered from the black 
silk shoes and strip of bare brown ankle 
which I saw under the rolled trouser legs! 
He went over to the window and evidently 
adjusted the shutters, for the light in the 
room grew dimmer. Then he came slowly 
back towards the bed, and my heart was 
inmy mouth. Did my feet protrude, or some 
part ot the scarlet gown? He was standing 
close beside me and I| heard the jingle of 
a coin. Suddenly a piece of money dropped 
and rolled over the rug, coming to rest 
beside my shoulder! I think my heart 
stopped beating for a full minute. He 
stooped and his yellow hand went groping 
for the money, and just by luck he touched 
it before he touched me! He scrambled to 
his feet. Somewhere, off in another part 
of the house, a bell had rung and he hurried 
out of the room—and I lay faint with 
weakness and fright, under the bed! 

But I dragged myself up again, and out 
into the hall. People were coming in 
down-stairs, and I heard Mrs. Bell emerg- 
ing from the drawing-room to meet them. 

“Why, Miss Waldon, what a pleasant 
surprise!” she was saying. “You are just 
in time for tea. We're all having tea in 
the conservatory !” 

It was the end of my nightmare! | 
rushed down the stairs like a crazy person, 
shouting as I ran: “For God's sake, get 
me out of here! Quick, get me out of 
here!” 

The young man who had come with Miss 
Waldon stood by the door, holding it open, 
and Miss Waldon had not moved from his 


side. Mrs. Bell, standing between them | 


and the stairs, silently drew back as | 


rushed down and flung myself towards | 


them. My strength was almost gone. 
Miss Waldon’s friend picked me off my 
feet, carried me down the steps and into 
a waiting taxxi. 
floor in my scarlet draperies, and my hair 
tumbled down my back, secure between 
these two friends and en route for the 
hotel, I went to pieces and cried hysteri- 
cally. Miss Waldon smoothed my head, 
and never had hands seemed so kind. She 
was all contrition for the fact that they 
hadn’t come sooner. 

“We were talking, and it was half-past 
three before we knew it. So we decided 
to wait and come up at tea time. My 
dear . . . what if something had happened 
to prevent our coming at all!” There were 
tears of pity in her eyes. 

The young man broke in: “Miss Waldon 
didn’t show me the address until just as 


There, cowering on the | 


we started. Why, the place is famous 
in Hong-Kong! To think of your getting 
caught in a house like that, and, in all 
innocence, asking us to have tea with you 
there! I knocked down a Sihk policeman 
I rushed out for a taxi so fast. I think | 
he’s going to serve me with a summons!” | 
They took me into the hotel through | 
the servants’ entrance, and up the back | 
stairs. Miss Waldon, like the good soul | 
she was, postponed her departure and 
stayed to nurse me through the nervous | 
collapse I experienced in the next week. 
My body was safe in the hotel, but my 
mind remained for many a day obsessed | 
by the horror of my experience in that | 
terrible great house in the residential 
section of Kowlocen. | 
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Powder 


NW of New French Formula 


It stays on better than 

any other powder you 

have ever used and its 
effect is almost startling. 
When you apply it, Kiss- 
proof Powder just seems to 
melt into the skin without 
leaving a trace of that objec- 
tionable powderylook. Your 
skin immediately takes 
on a new tone—a new 
transparency which will 
amaze and delight you. 
Itdisappears asyou rub it; 
hiding instead of accentuat- 
ing of the skin. 


It Stays On 


Your dealer (if up-to-date) 
can supply. If not, for 
beauty’s sake, accept no sub- 
stitute, but send direct — 
the price is $1.00. Send 
for samples today and 
see what a luxurious cap- 
tivatingly, beautiful skin 
you really have when this 
new French formula is 
used. Wewill also send 
a week’s supply of the 
justly famous Kissproof 
Lipstick and Rouge. 


Delica Laboratories, 
4003 Broadway, Dept. B-132, Chicago, Ill. 

Gentlemen: Please send me ppnatems sample of 

Kissproof Powder, Kissproof Lipstick and Kiss- 

proof Rouge. I enclose 10c for packing and mail- 

ing. Check shade of powder desired. 
OlIlvoryorCream Brunette or Rachel 
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Fangs 


[Continued from page 16] 


| “My dear, I forget to tell you. The 
natives say all this week the moon shall be 
blood-red and full Not one, except the 
infidels among the Hindoos, will dare look 
at such a moon through a glass. You know 
the superstition? Do so, and before the 
dawn of another day you will look upon 
blood,” whispered Mrs. Moore. 

I could only nod my head in assent, for 
| speech was dead in my throat. Chand, 
| his snakes twisting and bending about him, 
| was at the end of the veranda. The fas- 
| cination of fear gripped me I dared not 
even curl my lips in scorn at a_ super- 
stition I didn’t believe, but in my heart 
the sneer was there 

His music had lost whatever sweetness 
it first possessed. It was now as ugly and 
foreboding as the jackal cries, and those 
of natives and beasts, all joining together 


Beauty That 
Dominates 


—that sweeps all before it. 
A skin and complexion so en- 
chanting it commands uni- 
versal homage and adoration. 
No matter what type or kind 


ec av ‘ > 
of features you have, after to fill the night with barbaric din. The 
all, the appearance of your 
skin and complexion really longer were Chand’s snakes dancing like 
ecstatic children about him. They had 


represent your opportunity 
to possess beauty. Make the 
most of this opportunity, 
give to your complexion the 
alluring seductive appearance 


that only 
Chand, swaying like a demon, piped 


G 
himself into a mad frenzy. Now he was 


playing a hated tarantella! Its discordant 
orgy of sound maddened the reptiles. 
Suddenly they charged him . . . a full half 
dozen of them. Another six, as swiftly 


ee > id turned upon one of the sleeping natives. 
Beauty s Master Gouch | stood in the door as if chained there by 
a terrible fascination. I saw Chand escape 


the fury of his own snakes by seeking 
refuge in the servant quarters. I saw the 


turned into brutes, hissing and flaying the 
spaces with their whip-like tails. 

“The natives sleeping on the veranda! 
Call them, Mrs. Moore, before the 
snakes——" 

‘The natives are not afraid of the 
snakes. If they are they will awake and 
flee. They sleep in India, you know, with 
their ears open,” she cried back. 


can render. A refined touch of majestic beauty, radiant, entranc- 
ing and yet so delicate and subtle it is absolutely devoid of that 


“made-up-look.” Gouraud’s Oriental Cream performs three dis- sleeping native wake with a scream, fight 
tinct functions for the skin—Beautifies, Preserves and Protects. the snakes, and rush off into tae diniten 
It is both astringent and antiseptic in effect, making it invaluable reddened night spaces with the serpents 
i in cases of undue redness, wrinkles, flabbiness and excessive oili- | twisting around him, gliding after him. I 


saw that the other native still lay asleep 
in his turban cloth. I saw that the moon 


ness. In commencing its use today you will open the door to a 
new beauty. 


Send 50c for a special assortment of Gouraud’s Toilet Prepa- was blood-red and full! 
M-2-6 rations or 10c for a trial size of Gouraud’s Griental Cream. Then I fainted. 
Ferd. T. Hopkins & Son 430 Lafayette Street, New York 
—— — | (Mrs. Moore was sitting at my bedside, 


| bathing my forehead, when consciousness 
Deve ‘lops Bust L ike Magic! Gray Haired People returned. The room was dark except for 


During t thousands 
added to their captivating glory of wom- ieorn MY STORY a tiny flare of candle light. I had hoped 
anbuvd 1 brought the natural col- 

‘GROWDINA or back to my hair by @ it would be daylight. 

t method that no “R emai 
for bust, neck or arm development romney wwe dye FL Remain quiet, my dear. Your nerves 
pert, area in the privacy of my own were all upset. Quite a nasty thing to 

complishe k M » at el »x- | 
of offic ‘ | happen on one’s veranda, but everything is 


calm now. The snakes are away. Chand 
is sleeping outside your door— 
“Send him away. ‘hand ...! Ugh! I 


7 hate him and 
PERSONAL “Mem Sahib, call?” 


Appearance 


? “the colorand lustre of more youthfu 
| jays. Write me and I will tell you 
_ 803 Varn | Before a True Story and how to doit free | | 
— | Address Juel Denn, 416 S. Dearborn St., AR-27 Chicago, 


FRECKLES 


[' WAS Chand himself, shadowing the 
a . curtained doorway. He had appeared 
life. Bow-Legeed| | aS if by magic. 


Don’t Hide Them With a Veil; Re- = = pee ws “No, — Go gen cee 4 your 
be glad to} | Quarters. now, commanded _ner- 

move Them With Othine— that my new 

ace esst . . 
Double aighten,within a short} | The native disappeared without a sound. 


Phis pre paration for tl moval of freckles is so an Weaieteed tenn, For seconds afterwards I felt that he 
removing freckles and giving a clear quickly and per was still slinking out there in the gloom 
de ont oF discomfort of the hall. One can never be sure in 

mey if it fails India that the native servants have obeyed ; 
; D t hide your freckles | ae veil = thongs further humiliat and improve your personal appearan that they have gone away as ordered. 
ions should show a wonderful improvement, ' n ti mad 0 attacked,” I began, but Mrs. Moore in- 
this the laa, ehted physiological and anatomical book which tells you} | “Thad hoped, my dear, you would not 

We recommend Othine Complexion Soap for use || gation. 1 MAK —<—«< = | ask about him. He was Zada. They called 
stores or b rail Oth wabvratories 7 Talo s. > « 
was hine Laboratories, Inc., Buffalo, | 1258-L, W. U. Building, Binghamton, N. Y. [Turn to page 82] 
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Before retiring, apply 
this remarkable new 
bicaching ereme to face, 
arms and neck with the 
English Beauty Brush, 
In the morning use the 
Finishing Creme. Ina 
few days your skin will 
take on new clearness 
and beauty that wiil 
simply amaze you. 
W ill W hit d B tify Ski 
In 5 days coer OF back 
t 
Now every girl can have the clear, milk- 
white complexion that all men admire. 
Pp Don't be discouraged if freckles, blackheads. new scientific product. For years we have es a an = 
n sallow skin, pimples and other blemishes are been experimenting and searching for just | | 
keeping you from the beauty that is right- such a beauty aid as Presto White—a safe } ~~ | 
fully yours. Now a remarkable new discov sure bleaching creme that will bring out the ~ 
ery quickly routs these enemies of beauty and beauty of the clear, transparent skin without 
leaves the skin fresh, clear and glowing with the harmful effects that so often follow the -— j 
health. use of ordinary bleaching agents. 
i With this new treatment results are so quick /lundreds of preparations were tried and dis me’ x 1.5 English } 
Ss und positive that you can hardly believe your C@!ded before we finally hit upon the ideal Beauty Brush 
Tr eyes. You'll simply be amazed to see how formula, that would not only bleach and Y 
d quickly sallow, “muddy” skin begins to clear eautify the skin, but soothe and benefit it 
and take on that fresh peach-blow tint that While so doing. That's the thing that dis To the first 10,000 women who take advantage of 
tinguishes Presto White from the ordinary this offer, we are going to include with every 
is the delight of masculine eyes. 7 os : & 
“s 5 skin bleach—all the difference between night Outfit one of these marvelous little English Beauty 
We are not guessing or theorizing about this; and day. will aa 
results are positively guaranteed, Your mir. This remarkable new skin beautifying treat aid complenion with a vacuum 
ror is the only judge. If you are not simply ment not only includes a generous sized jar cup at the end of each tiny tentacle, which draws | 
cl delighted with results the entire treatment of MeGowan’s Presto White, but also a jar of out the impurities and helps vanish pimples and | 
will not cost you a cent. Finishing Creme to apply mornings. Presto | blackheads 
I White bleaches the skin and removes freckles, 
» = pimples, blackheads and other blemishes—the : 
Try this new way to beauty Finishing Creme soothes the skin and offers will refund your money without a Sait th 
Every girl knows that a clear white skin is Splendid base for powder, that 
the most important requisite to beauty Re- If you could see what wonderful transforma is Ae a if you want to clear up 
1e xardless of how handsome and regular your’ tions this remarkable treatment is effecting your skin, and do away with sallow, “muddy’’ 
d features may be, you can’t have the match-  eyery day, you'd expect us to ask at least $5 complexion forever: if you want to remove 
‘ less beauty that all men admire if vour skin tg $10 for it. We would be justified in doing freckles, blackheads and other blemishes that 
is dark, sallow or blemished. The most so, for it is easily worth that much and more oh your beauty, sit right down and fill in 
ur beautiful women of history have all had fo any girl or woman But we know that the coupon - 
lovely, white, transparent skins—the kind after all the best advertisement is the satis- 
you can have in just a few days if you carry fied user and we are anxious to get thousands CENTURY CHEMIST 
' out this new treatment faithfully. of “boosters” helping us sell this remarkable Jackson Blvd. at Desplaines St., Chicago. ; 
ul. , ‘ . . hew discovery. So we are going to offer the 
Regardle: f how many so-called bleache 
he Ree yOu tried first 10,000 treatments at just enough tocever PON-------- 
ym matter how many remedies, tonics and cremes 1 
in you may have used to no avail, this new dis selling, which we have figured down to $1.8%. ! CENTURY CHEMISTS, . ! 
covery—McGowan's Presto White—will post- Jackson Blvd. at Desplaines St., Dept. 60, Chicago, Ill. 
d tively bring you the beauty we promise. It S d ‘ . d | Dear Mr. McGowan: I am willing to int you peeve ; 
works on an entirely different principle from end no mone ust sien an at your own risk that your new treatment—Presto 
res any skin bleach you've ever tried and will il J Waite —. 
™a simply transform your skin in a few nights maul the coupon I soft, beautiful and glowing. After five days’ trial, : 
You don’t even have to pay for this treatment in full 
in advance. Simply sign and mail the coupon, J Packaze and you are to refund m) I 
10t The reward for years of research Then when the postman brings your Beauty 1 Name 
led Outfit, just pay him $1.87, plus a few cents | Address ! 
wn The ordinary skin bleach is simple enough to postage. Remember, you don’t take any risk. | (Note: If you are apt to be out when the postman l 
compound. Any chemist can make one. There Your mirror is the sole judge. If you are not ff eatis. you can remit $2.00 and the Treatment will I 
ire are dozens on the market that give fairly perfectly delighted with results, simply re- 4 be sent postpaid.) i 
good results, but none to compare with this turn the Outfit after five days’ trial and we 
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The Letter That Saved 
Bob Johnson’s Job 


—and paved the way 
for a better one! 
[' was written to his employer by the International 


Correspondence Schools. It told how ‘Robert 

Johnson had — for a course of home-study 
and had received a mark of 94 for his first lesson.’ 

Bob answered the summons to the Chief’s office with 
just a little fear and trembling, for a lot of men were 
Sane dropped—a lot more were having their pay 
reduced. 

But as Bob came in, his employer did a surprising 
thing. He got up quickly from his desk and grasped 
Bob warmly by the hand. 

“TI want to congratulate you, young man, on the 
marks you are making with the I. C. S. 1 am glad to 
see that you are training yourself not only for your 
present job but for the job ahe 

“We're cutting the pay-roll. Until I received this 
letter, I had you in mind as one of the men to be 
dropped. But not now. Keep on studying—keep 
y ur eyes open—and pretty soon there'll be a still 
better job for you around here. We’re always looking 
for trained men.” 

Won’t you let the I. C. S. help you, too? Won’t 
you trade a few hours of your spare time for a good 
job, a good salary and the comforts that go with it? 
Then mark the work you like best on_the coupon 
below and mail it to Scranton today. That doesn’t 
obligate you in the least, but it will be your first big 
step towards success. Do it now! 


INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Box 6254-8, Scranton, Penna. 

Without cost or obligation on my part, please 7 me 
how I een qualify for the position or £ the subject bef: 
which I have marked an X 

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES 


Business Management Salesmanship 

LJ Industrial Management Advertising 

ied Personnel Organization Better Letters 

Show Card Lettering 

2 | Stenography and Typing 

. ng and Banking Law ] Business English 

tancy (including C.P.A.) Lj Civil Service 
I olson Cost Accounting Railway Mail Clerk 
Bookkeeping Common School Subjects 
Private Secretar High School Subjects 
Spanish rat French Llustrating 

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 

Electrical Engineering Architect 
Electric Lighting Architects’ Blue Prints 
Mechanical Engineer Contractor and Builder 


Architectural Draftsman 
Concrete Builder 
Structural Engineer 
Chemistry 

Automobile Work 
Airplane Engines 
Agriculture and Poultry 
Mathematics 


Mechanica! Draftsman 
Machine Shop Practice 
Rallroad Positions 

Gas Engine Operating 
Civil Engineer 
Surveying and Mapping 


Metallurgy n 
Steam Engineering Radio 


Street 3-6-24 


City 


Occupation........ 

Persons residing in Canada should send this ¢ 

International Correspondence Schools Canadian, 
Montreal, Canads 


to the 
Limited, 


We have openings for a few new members in 
» Industries, a national organization of 
rtistie home-workers No experience needed. 
teach you just what to do and furnish outfit 
o members without extra cost. Satisfaction 

FREE BOOK TEL L S HOW 
make extra money, in 
| time without leaving 
mg work, decorating 
© supply big 
f 


aranteed. 


on 


ce 
BOOK ET full details. 


FIRESIDE INDUSTRIES 
Dept. 697 Adrian, Mich. 
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Fangs 


[Continued from page 80] 


blood- 


saying now that he looked at the 
before 


red moon through a just 
lying down on your veranda——” 

“Merciful God ! You mean the snakes 
killed him—— 

“Chand’s largest cobra gave Zada the 
death bite! The others drew blood from 
all of his brown body. Most of them are 
fanged, you know, but not the big cobra! 
lle is Chand’s pet, and more sacred than 
ever in his eyes now. He believes the 
cobra avenged insulted gods!” 

“How terrible!” I moaned, 
back on my pillow. That very 
decided Chand and his snakes must go, 
| remembered that Chand was my 
favorite. Carlyon would not 
him away! 

“Look at a blood-red, full moon through 
a glass, and you will see blood before the 
a new day,” murmured Mrs. 
Moore. “My word, but it doesn’t pay to 
scoff at superstitions,” she ended. 

“A snake killed Zada; not a superstition. 


glass 


slumping 
moment [ 
but 
hus- 
send 


of 


il do not believe in them. Zada would 
have met his fate regardless of having 
looked at the moon through a glass. If we 
|had been on the porch asleep, it might 
have been either one of us, or the other 
native, instead of Zada,” I answered. 

Mrs. Moore drew away from me in 
sudden fear, as if she were afraid to be 
so close to a scoffer. Four years in India 


had put the curse of superstitions in her 
own English heart. 


* 


“That's a fetching song, Billy,” I said, 
looking across the dinner table at the sun 
bronzed young officer who had just finished 
a plaintive coon song, having accompanied 
himself lazily on a banjo. 

“Yes, not bad. I know heaps of others 
like it. But they’re so jolly old,” he an- 
swered, helping himself to a whiskey and 
soda. 

There was a confident air about his 
strong fingers as he poured from the 
decanter and siphoned the soda, an air that 
had come to him since that night in my 
Surrey garden. India and the open spaces, 
fighting and the comradeship of men, had 
given it to him. 

Sometimes good men softened and broke 
in the heat of India. Others hardened 
and triumphed in the sun under pith hel- 
mets. Billy Travers was one of the latter. 
And, now, he was no longer a fair, blonde 
boy of England. He was man and soldier 
of the world. I realized this the moment 


we met four days before. 
[vs been a long time, Billy, since I’ve 
heard songs of any kind that make me 
both happy and sad. It’s strange, you 
know, about women; they love to be both. 
\ man likes to be contented. There’s the 
difference. You are contented now. Will- 
ing to sit and sip your whiskey and soda 
while I—I want you to make me happy and 
sad, Billy. Sing me another, please.” 
begged, my heart beating like a native 
drum. 


“Good Lord, Norah! Haven't you had 
enough. My repertoire is as old as the 
| Burma hills. When a song gets out here 
it has whiskers‘on it 

“I don’t care. I could listen to you and 
your songs all night,” I told him, my eyes 
seeking his. Again I remembered our 


* * * 


| kisses after the Prince’s levee at Bucking- 


| he am ! 


“That would be a bit awkward for me, 
eh, what? I say, my dear, have another 
cigarette.” 

I did not want a cigarette then, but seeing 
that his mood was not mine, I made no 
82 


Rising from 


for a 
over to 


further request 
the table, | went 
looked out. 

“It's a lovely night, Billy. For 
there is quiet—perhaps, in honor of our 
being together here in my house. Heavens! 
Look at the moon. I never saw it that 
color until a few nights ago. Remember 
what I told you of Chand; his snakes and 
the poor native——” 

“Eh? What color, 
Billy, rising from the 

“Blood-red and full,” 
I gazed up at the moon 
window’s glass. 

“Norah . come away from that fool 
window and moon,” Billy cried, jerking me 
away. I turned swiftly at the touch of his 
hands against my bare arms. 


song. 


a window and 


once 


Norah?” 
table. 

I answered, 
through 


demanded 


while 
the 


ILLY boy, you're superstitious. This 
poisonous country has turned you into a 
mystic—a believer in signs. You remember 
the old Hindoo twaddle about looking at 


a blood-red, full moon through a glass. 
Billy boy, this is not a night for such 
things. It is a night for——” 

“Norah,” he cut in,” I—I thought I 
saw something outside the window: 
thought I heard something.” 

“It's your imagination, dear.” 


I know this country. It is 
You have gone and mocked 


“Nonsense 
a queer place. 


one of its superstitions in the bargain 
Shall I call Chand Singh to investigate 
outside ?” 

“No—no—no! I do not want him here. 


He makes me think of his snakes.” 


“Oh, well, in any case, it is getting late. 
I must be going away, and back to 
quarters,” he replied. 


I did not want Billy to go away and leave 
me. I was lonesome. My heart was 
begging for him after almost two years of 
yearning for the love he had once offered, 
and I had cast aside for George Carlyon 
and his hopes of rank and career. 

“No, not yet, Billy,” I said, putting my 
arms around his shoulders, ‘ ‘Every night 
is sO precious to me now. I could stay 
awake all the time to have you with 
me 

“Dear old girl, you’re one of the best. 
But, you know, we are not discreet. Al- 
though we've been seeing each other only 
four days, people are already commencing 


to talk. I don’t want to get chucked out 
of the regiment and sent home like a 
naughty boy.’ is voice was flippant, 
although he affected seriousness. This 


flippancy cut into my breast like a dagger. 
“Did it ever occur to you, Billy, that it 
might be far worse for me?” I snapped. 
“IT know it would be nasty, Norah, 
but——” 
“But what?” 


“Well, I’m a man, you know, and—— 
“T am a woman. It’s always worse for 
a woman. Billy, I am going to be utterly 


frank this night. The years have made 
my triumph of that night in the garden 
into ugly dust. I cared then. But I could 
not marry you. It had to be a man like 
Carlyon who could offer me a place in 
life. It was my pride that kept me from 
telling you the truth then—and—what you 
said about my being a woman with fangs. 


Oh! Billy, you know I am true to my 
husband in every way . . . But, I—I—care, 
Billy, for you——” 

“IT say, Norah, don’t let’s get sentimental. 
Call in Chand Singh and let him clear 
away. A nice thing if Carlyon were to 


suddenly pop in and see this rig out 

“He does not return for a week,” I 
answered, feeling as if Billy Travers had 
wounded me to the heart. Then I knew 


| 
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some of the soul agony and misery I had 
inflicted on Ralston, Phil Comstock, and 
Billy, too, in my Surrey garden. For 
there was pain gnawing in my breast, the 
pain of love’s yearning unrequited. 

It was this pain that made my arms 
draw his face down close to mine. Another 
second and my lips were pressing against 
his. Then there was a soft sound of naked 
feet in the room. Billy and I parted, 
turning about in a flash. 

Chand Singh was across the threshold, 
his back half-turned toward us, making 
believe he had seen nothing, as all the 
natives do. But Chand Singh had seen. 
| knew it. 

“What did you come in for,” 
fiercely; “I did not ring.” 

“T come to ask Mem 
me more tonight.’ 

“No, I will see Mr. 
may go to sleep.” 

“Good-night, Mem Sahib,” returned the 
brown servant, pausing long enough upon 
the threshold to glance fiercely at Billy. 

lor many moments after the native had 
apparently disappeared, Billy and I stood 
together in silence. At last Billy spoke: 

“| don’t like that fellow, either. He's 
a nasty habit of making your spine feel 
like an ice-cream. I'm certain he’s not 
fond of me.” 

“| am afraid of him. Carlyon will have 
to send him away . . . Wait!” | whispered, 
going nervously to the door where I pulled 
back the curtain. 

“What's that for?” asked Billy. 

“IT fancied he was behind the curtain. 
Ugh! Why don’t they have doors in this 
country instead of these beastly curtains. 
| always fancy someone standing behind 
them. ready to stick something into your 
shoulders——” 

“Something like this, eh?” commented 
Billy, taking a Mahratta dagger down from 
the wall. 

‘Be careful, dear,” I implored; “it is 
sharp. It has the blade of a razor. Put 
it back, Billy. 

“Righto, since my handling it frightens 
you. Well, I guess Chand has gone this 
time. Ugly brute! I saw the fellow 
yesterday with an enormous pet snake 
around his shoulders!” 

“Yes, as I said, he has quite a collection, 
and my husband encourages him foolishly 
enough. I told Chand after the death of 
Zada that he must do away with his 
reptiles. He shrugged his shoulders and 
said there were worse things in the world 
than snakes. He said most of his snakes 
had no fangs. Chand became bold enough 
to say that Hindoos believed women had 
worse fangs than snakes!” 

“Gad! Let’s forget such a_ fellow. 
Come Norah, give me one bit of your 
piano music. Then I must be off ¢ 


I demanded 
Sahib if she want 


Travers out. You 


TO! No! 
go into my tea-room 
is here, you may go. Come!” 
drawing aside the curtains 
silly Travers said he did not like my 
tea-room, insisting there was something 
uncanny about a room that had only one 
door of entrance and exit, and not one 
window. 

“It’s the coolest room for miles around, 
silly. There is a slight opening around 
the top that lets in enough air, but no 
burning sunlight. Don’t you think its 
a romantic, dreamy place?” 

“Romantic and dreamy enough! But, too 
much like a prison. It stifles me,” he 
returned. 

I took a woman’s way to win my point 
Going to the piano, I began playing a 
favorite air of Billy’s, a French thing of 
love, “Plasir d’ Amour.” All during my 
playing Billy sat in silence, smoking a 
cigar and sipping a new whiskey and 


Bring your banjo—and let’s 
When midnight 
I commanded, 


soda. At the finish T turned to him: 


“Billy, dear, run into the tea-room and | 
fetch my handkerchief.’ 

He got up to do my bidding, leaving his 
burning cigar on the edge of the supper 
table. In the meantime I thought I heard 
a strange noise outside my windows. Twice 
I opened them and looked out, closing them 
for the second time just as Billy called out 
he could not find the handkerchief. An- 
swering that I would be right into help 
him search, I poured out a straight whiskey, 
drank it, and started for the passageway 
Chancing to turn before pulling back the 
curtains, I caught Chand Singh easing into 
the room. 

“Dog, what are you doing here? Speak! 
or I'll have you flogged tomorrow like the 
pig you are!’ 

“Mem Sahib, forgive! Mem _ Sahib 
know I love Mem Sahib. But I love Sahib 
more, and I wish that you will.” 


OU wish that! You—a_ serpent—a 

spy! Now understand me and under 
stand well. Lieutenant Travers has gone. 
He left ten minutes ago by this window 
understand? He's gone!” My voice was 
hoarse with oy and fear. 

“Mem Sahib, I understand,” he ordered. 

“Then begone. If you annoy me again 
tonight, out you go, bag and baggage. | 
will send you into the jungle to starve. You 
understand ?” 

The native fell at my trembling knees, 
his hands stretching out to lift up my 
skirt. Before I could stop him, he had 
pressed the garments hem against his brown 
lips, muttering : 

“Mem Sahib, I understand. I go.” 

I stood in my tracks and watched him 
go out of the room like a whipped dog. 
I wondered, however, if he were only play- 
ing a part, for he knew my husband would 
take his side in the long run. Just as I 
faced about to return to Billy, he called 
me. I would have rushed to his side, if 
the sound of a horse’s hoofs, and the clink 
of spurs: had not suddenly drummed and 
tinkled in my ears. A horrible fear seized 
me. At that very moment Chand Singh 
reentered the room. Never before had 
I seen him so excited. Never had he moved 
so swiftly! 

“Mem Sahib! Mem Sahib!” he wailed 
in terror. | 
“Yes! Yes! What is it now?” I 

demanded. 

“The Sahib. 


He come back!” 

I rushed to the windows and _ peered 
through the shutters. My God! It was 
Carlyon! He was dismounting in front 
of the bungalow! There seemed only 
one thing to do. I ran to the tea-room to 
warn Billy that my husband had returned 
home unexpectedly. Of course, he could 
not escape until I got Carlyon out of the 
way. But it was better for him to know 
the terrible truth of my _ husband's 
presence. 

\ few words, each one almost incoherent, 
and I returned to the living room to affect 
surprise at being disturbed in the midst of 
a — nap. Such was to be my story! 

Carlyon!” I exclaimed, as if just 
awi akened, and not in my full senses. 

“Well, dear, do I frighten you? 

“No! No! I—yes—that is to 
was asleep and——” 

Asleep in your tea-gown, dear? How 
extraordinary foolish!” he said, taking me 
in his arms and kissing me 

At the touch of his lips, the words 
Chand Singh, spoken a few days before, 
came back to me. He had said there were 
worse things than snakes in the world. 
He had meant women of my kind. Liars! 
Deceivers! Hypocrites! Yes, like a snake 
I had fangs, too. Mine had never been 
taken from me. There I was sinking them | 
into the heart of my husband. He loved 
me. He had given me everything; had | 
trusted me always. A fire of remorse 
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say—I 


Aviation 
Brings Quick 
Success 


young men of daring no other 

field of work offers such a fascina- 

_ tion, such high pay, nor such oppor- 
tunities for quick success as the field of 

Aviation. As yet, aviation is practically 

in its infancy. But now is the time to 

get in. 

Amazing Opportunities 
in Airplane Industries 
In the automobile industry and in the moving 

picture business hundreds of men got rich by 
etting in at the start. They made their success 

Before others woke up. Today, these lines offer 

no greater opportunities than a hundred and one 

others. BUT AVIATION IS NEW. Get in while 
the opportunities are big. All over the country 


there will be a clamor for trained men. It will not 
be a question of pay but of getting capable men. 


Become an Aviation Expert 
$50 to $100 per Week 


The study of aviation is almost as fascinating 
as the actual work. Every lesson is full of ine 
terest. That is why it is easy to learn aviation. 
You do not have to make yourself =" is 
like reading an interesting book that tells ¥.- 
things you have always wanted to know. 
one hour each evening will give you the fd 
training in a surprisingly short time. 

One student, S. F. McNaughton, Chicago, says: 
“Your lessons are like a romance, and what 
is more, after one read- 
ing, the student gets 
at jorough understand- 
ing. One never tires of 


Faccinating 


—Da ring— Jemes 

owers, Pa., another 
Big Paying student, says, “I am in- 
Prepare Now for One surprised that 


such a valuable course 
can be had from such 
ractical men for so 


of These Positions 
Aeronautical Instructor 
$60 to $150 per wa 


Aeronautical ittle cost. 
, $100 t $300 week 
teal C atract Personal 
Instruction 


Repairman 

to $75 per week by Experienced Men 
Men who have had ac- 
tual experience give 


lane Inspector u personal attention. 
$75 week Ther select 


Aeroplane Salesman lectures, blueprints an 
$5000 per year andup | bulletins. They tell you 
Aeroplane Assem things that are essen- 
$40 to $65 per week | tial in everyday prac- 
Aeroplane Builder tice. Each lesson is 


$75 to $200 per week | easy to read and un- 


derstand. 


Get Big FREE Book—Now 


Send coupon below for New Book, just out, “‘Op- 
portunities in the Airplane Industry.” It is in- 
——s and instructive. It will show you many 
things you never knew before about aviation. 
ave but a limited supply of these books— 
ond the coupon before they are all gone. 


American School of Aviation 
3601 Michigan Ave., Dept. 206B Chicago. Ill. 


American School of Aviation 

3601 Michigan Ave., Dept.206B Chicago, Ill. 
Without anv obligation, send me yo ar ,Free Book, 
“Opportunities in the Airplane *, also infor- 
mation about your course in Practical Aeronautics. 
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Dark heavy Lashes 
Give her Eyes 


a Soulful Look ) 
An appealing expression which you cannot tT 


forget. Eyes of wistful beauty that haunt 
the memory are always fringed with long, 
lovely lashes. 
Emphasize the beauty of your own eyes by darken- 
ing your lashes with WINX. The new unexpected 
loveliness of your eyes is due to the fact that your 
lashes seem much longer and heavier. WINX is a 
harmless water-proof liquid that neither runs nor 
smears. It dries instantly. Applied with brush 
attac hed to the stopper of the bottle. Black and 
brown, 75c., . and Canada 
Te outline the eyebrows after powdering use WINX- 

ETTE (cake form). Indispensable for shapely. 
well-groomed brows. Complete, with one-row brush 
and mirror, black and brown, 50c. 
WINX and WINXETTE, at drug and department 
stores, or by mail. 
Mail !2c¢ today for a generous sample of WINX. 
Another !2c brings a sample of Pert, the 24-hour 
waterproof rouge. 

ROSS COMPANY 

249 West 17th Street 


WINX 


Waterproof 


EAU DE 
HENNA 


Hair Color 


Restorer 


4 


and restores the color to grey faded, 
, leaving it Soft, Glossy and 


vers the grey, 
r streaky hair 


Works so well no one will know the color has 
t red. Covers ALL the grey; covers TY 
grey, ¢ n or how caused 

Doe lanent waving 

I juids, one application. 
It ss. N pack. Joes not 
sha nany powdered Hennas. 

ima Con Put It On 

No experience necessary. Will not rub off. Not 

affected by sea bathing, sun, shampooing, or 


per- 
nent waving. Will withstand tre ropic: al climates. 


Wonderful For Touching Up 


Can 


n put it on just where it is needed. 
been 


powdered henna dyes 
ades blend in beautifully. 
hair dyes or restorers, 
Spanish 
comes in 
lium brown, light 
Price postpaid $2.50 or 
ase state color desir 
hrough your Druggist, Department 
> em Parlor, or direct trom us. 


HAIR SPECIALTY CO. 
Dept. 93, 112 East 23rd St., New York 


e Eau de Henna to advantage. 


i where 
The st 

ther Directions 
colors: Black, dark 
brown, drab, blond, 
C. O. D. $2.65 
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Men as well as women can us 


flamed through my breast. But, of course, 
I could not tell him the truth Bill 
Travers was in my house! In my very 
boudoir. I must go on with my serpentine 
ways for both our sakes! 

While these things were passing through 
my mind like acid, Chand came into the 
room and stood not far from us, as if 
he must be where his master was. Seeing 
him, Carlyon turned, pointing to a huge 


basket by the piano which | had not noticed. 


ERE, Chand,” he began, “a little 
present for you. I've brought you— 
a fire specimen ot the cobra. Be careful; 
it’s the worst species. However, there's a 


good padlock on the basket. Take it 


“But, the Sahib’s horse!” cried Chand. 

“Oh, yes, of course! I had forgotten 
Captain. Well, leave your present here for 
the moment It can’t hurt anyone,” my 
husband ordered. 

I made an effort at conversation as 


‘arlyon moved the snake basket away from 
the piano, and placed it directly in front of 
the entrance leading to my tea-room where 
Billy Travers waited. 

“You are back earlier than you antici- 
pated,” I said, wondering how I was able 
to control my voice under the circum- 
stances. 

“Yes, Ridgewell had an attack of fever. 
So we broke up. Not much sport anyhow. 
\ few spotted leopards, but no big game, 
unluckily.” 

I told him I was glad he had returned, 
and that I had been very lonely during his 
absence. Again I felt like a serpent, espe- 


cially when he called me his “poor little 
girl,” and promised never to leave me 
again. The words had barely left his lips 


| when he drew his breath in sharply, as if 

jover a discovery ! 

Ah! having a supper party, eh? Table 
| for two——?” he inquired pointedly. 


“Yes, I asked Mrs. Moore over. We 
had a few songs and a pleasant enough 
evening,” | lied 

“So I should 
smoking a cigar?” 
Billy Travers’ 

You don't 


Hullo! Who's 
he asked sharply, 
cigar. 
object 


think 
been 
pointing at 

de: ir. 
smoking ?” 

“Not cigarettes, but that’s the butt end 
of a cigar. Chand does not smoke. Cer- 
tainly Mrs. Moore does not use cigars . . .” 
his voice came to a sudden stop. He turned 
his head as if a hidden noise had reached 


to my 


him from the tea-room. I could feel my 
face turning white. 
“Who's in that room, Norah, he 


thundered ? 
“Who's in what room?” 
ing to parry for time. 
“You know that room. Your boudoir! 
Come, tell me,” his voice, rising all the 
time, was high now above the sudden hiss- 


I returned, try- 


ing sound coming from the fire cobra’s 
basket. 

“No one, of course. You silly old 
thing,” I answered, my voice tinged with 


uncontrollable hysteria as I tried to laugh. 
My husband did not answer me in words. 
He walked swiftly to the mantelpiece and 
took down a crucifix we had brought with 
us from old England. When he returned to 
my side, his eyes continually switching 
from me to the basket of hissing cobra, 
his lips parted in compressed speech, he 
said: 
“Norah, 
a good woman- 


I have always known you to be 
~a woman with a conscience. 


Will you swear on this cross that there 
is no one in your boudoir? Come, will you 
swear it, or shall I send the cobra in to 
investigate ...? Come, Norah, do you 


swear it?” he demanded, shoving the cross 
into my shaking hands. 


{To be Concluded] 


My Old Friend 


[Continued from page 40] 


|}and a new way of painting pictures, and 
| why he was so glad to see me. “I know 
| now,” he said suddenly, “what you're like, 
lres. You're like a little book all bound in 
| lavender "—and he added with his odd 
| little smile—“that’s never been opened.” 
| That made me grow pink. “You mean 
I am old-fashioned?” I demanded, and 
looked at my smart Parisian clothes. 
“These are the latest fashion, Elmer.” 

He smiled again, nodding at my pretty 
“That’s what makes you look more 
so—these coverings. It’s the look of you— 
your shy little manner, and the way you 
|hold your little round chin, delicate and 
yet pert, and the droop of your mouth after 
one of your old swift smiles. Like a tiny 
lady out of a _ lavender-bound _ book, 
delicately printed on fine paper. With a 
story all ready to read inside.” 

“What—what sweet things to say. But 
—but that’s not me at all.” I tried to 
| tell him he made me want to laugh, and that 
he made me uncomfortable, too. But one 
thing I did know. I couldn’t say I didn’t 
like it. What woman wouldn't? 

I think I liked it enormously. 
| I said nothing. 

Then in came Dot, 
laughing and noisy. 
to Elmer and kissed him. But it was like 
a bit of laughter when she did it. That's 
|the way Dot is. And she pinched my 
| cheek, and then began to talk, ushering us 
|}up to her apartment. There Elmer and 


| suit. 


Therefore, 


fresh and rosy and 
She went right up 


|she plunged at once into a discussion— 
not of the folks at home, or old times, 
of books, 
| people he ought to meet. 

| “people 


but 
and plays Elmer must see, and 
It made me feel 
I had been taught to listen to 
who knew better than I,” and 
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But it didn’t make me 


that’s what I did. 
seem interesting, I can assure, in spite of 
all I had heard of how much folks ap- 
preciate a “good listener.” 

All at once Elmer got up and said, 
briskly, “Time to go home for you, Tres,” 
as if I were a little girl and he a man four 
times my age. It made him seem less 
Elmer than ever. 

“T’ll take you home,” 
and waved good-by to Dot. He took my 
arm, holding it close to his. He insisted 
on seeing me into the apartment, and inside, 
said he was hungry, and asked if I had 
something to eat. 

It was just like the old Elmer I had 
known as a boy, and it made me feel like 
laughing with pleasure. It made him seem 
more like someone | knew, too. 

He followed me to my kitchenette cup- 
board, and with one of my aprons tied 
around him, made waffles and helped me 
brew tea, and buttered toast. Oliver is so 


he smiled to me, 


awkward and stiff in the kitchen, so 
strange, that it made me laugh to see 
Elmer. He was deft and graceful in every- 


thing. And yet all the time, he did things 
as a man would do these feminine things, 
just as a big joke. 


HES TAYED until after nine. “When 
will I see you again, little lady in the 
lavender-bound book?” he asked. 

“Oh, Elmer,” I told him, delightedly, 
“this is the first evening in months I’ve been 
so jolly. It’s been like home; like having 
a big brother here——” 

“Like that?” said Elmer, and he didn’t 
smile. “But I won't a_ brother—I 
think——-”_ And he bent down and kissed 
me, very lightly, on the cheek 
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Drawling “ 
out. 


Bye!” with a smile, he walked not dance. 


married at home, because he did n« 


I had not danced since we were 


t; but 


being a girl 
into the 


in the 


A strange kiss 


Chis was the first time a man had kissed here I did, and it was like 
me, besides Oliver. I did not know what again. Elmer and I danced out 
to think, I felt horrified, then angry. hall of Dot’s apartment, and there, 
lhen after awhile | understood. I told dark, he kissed me again. 
myself Elmer had kissed me—just as Dot that was. I kissed him, too. 
kissed him—for old times’ sake. He was After that, it was no use pretending that 


a writer, a sort of Bohemian, and it meant | 
nothing from him or to him. 
But I decided it wouldn’t happen again! 
When Elmer came again, early one 
afternoon, we took a long walk in the park. 


wanted to see Elmer 
“like a brother to me,” 
saw each other all the time. 
theatres and movies together. 
seemed to understand. 


We 


had never happened to me before. 


and the 
| looked up and, 


steel of Elmer’s arms about me, 


not want Elmer 
great shield of his chest; 


Elmer seemed to represent— 


crying—— 


up at seven. 
Chat brought me to myself. 


Suddenly 


I tried to 


not trying to understand it all the door. “The celeniions—" 


He made us go out together. 
Oliver thought I was a 
men; that I was pretty 
was married. 


I don’t think to “love, to honor,” for ‘ 
woman to other What were Elmer and I 
in their eyes. I book of my life? 

I do not know how I got home. A 


writing 


SOMETIMES Oliver fell asleep in his plea 


known. Elmer would look at Oliver lying | 
frail and thin in his chair, asleep, and he 
would look at me and smile very intimately, 


only knew I must talk to Oliver, 
speak to Oliver —— 


he’d hold me—hold me—— But he said, 
‘Tired, dear? I am, too. Seems as if I 
always am tired. Middle-aged, eh? Think 
I'll go to bed while you read.” 

One evening Elmer and Dot and I went 
to a play, a typicai ge from New York, 
full of pretty girls in no clothes to speak 
of, and music, and witty lines. I guess 
my folks at home would have been shocked 


try to be home before ten. 

When I put down the receiver | saw 
I had made a great scratch with the 
still in my hand, 
of the little tabouret while I 


talked. 


is the only mark. 
after that evening. 
3ut now I am to have something to 


| | 


The names of the winners in the MIDNIGHT 
story contest will be announced next month,| 


because he 
an old friend. W 


chair while Elmer walked about our In our hall I heard a faint tinkle, ti 
room, talking, telling me what he’d seen I raced up the stairs. I found my 
and done, of voyages he'd made, of women fumbled at the door. The bell was 
in strange cities in many lands he had ringing. “Don’t ring off, don’t ring 


trying to meet my eyes. I was almost I heard myself say, “Hello.” Ar 
afraid to meet his eyes. listened. I spoke a little word now 

Once | went to Oliver, put my hand in then. No, I wasn’t going out. Ye 
his, and my head on his breast. I hoped meant to stay in. I heard Oliver say 


““Good- 


That is the mark of this experience. 
I never saw Elmer again 


We went into a little tea-shop and had tea Oliver they didn’t. Oliver always waited 
and little cakes. He brought me flowers. up for me if he came home first, always 
It was so delightful! Such fun! He told talked to Elmer a moment or so, before he 
little stories of people he knew, and made went to our room. And I would sit, listen- 
comments on my clothes. Oliver never ing to Elmer, after Oliver went away. And 
noticed my clothes since the day we mar- then, when Elmer had gone, I would go 
ried, of course. Elmer said, “I like that to bed, and think and think. 
frill on the wrists, Tres,” touching my I waited, and was afraid. Elmer 
hands. “It suits you.” And he held my wanted me to come to his studio. didn't 
hand till I drew it away. answer at first. But Elmer could talk, and 

It made me uncomfortable. I was silent talk, in his deep voice, so that it seemed 
all the way home. as if it was asin nottogo ... 

In the hallway of our small apartment he 
came over suddenly, and took me in his H®* ASKED me to come on a Wed- 
arms roughly and kissed me twice. He nesday. 
held me in his arms so close that for a That afternoon I went to a matinee, and 
moment it seemed we weren't two people, sat through without understanding a word. 
but one, and something big, frightening When I got out it was dusk, and I walked 
tremendous, swept over me, making me so all the way from the theatre to Elmer's 
weak, making my very mouth tremble. It studio. 


He stood up as he saw me, drew me in, 


I only know that this sweeping torrent and closed the door. “Dear, dear, little 
had not come over me when Oliver's lips lavender girl,” he whispered. “Take off 
quietly touched mine. Oh, I suppose I your hat.” I hesitated, and he drew me 
was wicked—wicked. But | could feel the to him and kissed me. I knew then I did 


Only something that 


and on 


ior a moment, didn’t seem to remember Oliver had left before I woke, 
who he was, or who I was. Then I felt the little notebook near the telephone had 
something salt on my lips. I was left a message. He said he would call me 


in the little room next to the 
a tiny 
One—two 


think | 


draw away. But he held me only closer. big one where Elmer and I stood, 
His eyes laughed down to mine, his lips clock was sounding, in chimes. 
were close to mine. He said, “You want —three. They were the quarter hours. 
me to kiss you, you Little Lady of the “It’s six forty-five?” I said. I 
Closed Book!” said that. 
You see, I am telling the truth. I am But before he could say a word, I was at 


was on 

He promised me at last never to come the stairs. I was outdoors. Romance? 
again. But he dic. And Oliver was glad Lavender-bound book? Oh, what had | 
to have him come. “You knew him so_ been doing? Had I not written the book 
long,” he said; “he’s like a brother to you.” of my life when | gave Oliver my promise 


‘better, for worse” ? 
in the 


taxi, 


I think, raced like wildfire at my frenzied 


nkle. 
key, 
still 
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I was inside, and I was talking to Oliver. 
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It 
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I 


by it. for—something I’ve wanted always. | 
After the play we went to Dot’s for find the romance, and the hope, and 
supper. ‘Other folks came in. There was dreams of my girlhood in my child. 
wine, and a girl sang, and then we all think many a wife has done that before me, 
danced. I dance very well, but Oliver does whose marriage has been like mine. 


was 


e 


went to 
But no one 
It was because of 


I Pay $1,000 


Every day to send these 
beauty helps to women 
By Edna Wallace Hopper 


Every day I spend $1,000 to send free samples 
of my beauty helps to women. I would 
gladly spend more. I wish every girl and 
woman would learn what these helps mean. 
For 40 years I have searched the world for the 
best beauty helps in existence. As a girl, the 
helps I found in France made me a famous 
beauty. I gained a glorious career. As a 
woman, the later discoveries have kept my 
youthful bloom. At a grandmother’s age, I 
look like a girl of 19. 

Now all the best helps I have found are at 


every woman’s call. Toilet counters every- 
where supply them under my name. They 
form, I am sure, the best aids in existence. Any 


girl who wants more beauty, any woman who 
wants youth, should learn what these products 


do. 
My Youth Cream 


My Youth Cream is a remarkable creation, combining 
many factors. It contains products of both lemon and 
strawberry. Also all the best helps science gave me to 
foster and protect the skin 

It comes in two types—cold cream and vanishing. I use 
it as a night cream, also daytimes as a powder base. 
Never is my skin without it. My velvet complexion shows 
what that cream can do. 

The cost is 60c per jar. Also in 35c tubes. 


My Facial Youth 

is a liquid cleanser which I also owe to France. Great 
beauty experts the world over now advise this formula, 
but their price is too high for most women. 

It contains no animal, no vegetable fat. The skin cannot 
absorb it. So it cleans to the depths, then departs. All 
the dirt, grease, grime and dead skin come out with it. 
My Facial Youth will bring you new conceptions of what 
a clean skin means. The cost is 75c. 


White Youth Clay 

A new-type clay, white, refined and dainty. Vastly 
different from the crude and muddy clays so many have 
employed. ‘The final result of 20 years of scientific study 
It purges the skin of all that clogs and mars it. Removes 
the causes of blackheads — blemishes. Brings a rosy 
afterglow which amazes and delights. Combats all lines 
and wrinkles, reduces enlarged pores 

No girl or woman can afford to omit it. It multiplies 
beauty. And many women seem to drop ten a after 
one application. My White Youth Clay costs 50c and $1 


My Hair Youth 

The cause of my Juxuriant hair, thick and silky, finer far 
than 40 years ago. I have never had falling hair or 
dandruff, and never a touch of gray. 

A concentrated product combining many ingredients. I 
apply it with an eyedropper directly to the scalp. There 
it combats all the stifled hair roots. It tones and stimu- 
lates. No man or woman will omit it when they see what 
Hair Youth does. The cost is 50c and $1 with eyedropper 
All toilet counters supply Edna Wallace Hopper’s beauty 
helps. If you will send the coupon I will mail you a 
sample of any one you choose. Also my Beauty Book. 
Clip coupon now 


YOUR CHOICE FREE 


One sample free. Enclose 10c¢ for 
sample wanted. 


each additional 


Mail to Edna Wallace Hopper, Inc., 
Drive, 


536 Lake Shore 
Chicago, 930 SS 
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‘**She’s the best 
girl in the office” 


“Sue hasn’t been here as long as some of 
the other girls, but she knows ten times as 


much about this business. I’ve watched 
her work during the last six months espe- 
cially—ever since I heard she was study- 
ing at home with the International Corre- 
spondence Schools, I know she’s ready for 
bigger work and I’m going to give her 
Miss Robinson’s position at a raise in salary. 
I wish we had more girls like her.” 


Why don’t you study some special subject and 
prepare to earn more money? There’s no surer wa: 
to do it than by studying at home in spare time wit 
the Internation al Correspondence Schools. 

he I. C. S. has a number of courses especially 
arranged for women. Some I. C. S. women students 
are making as high as $35, $50, $75 and $100 a 


week as private secretaries, artists, expert letter 
writers, pharmacists, assistants in chemical labora- 
tories, high-priced sales executives, office managers, 


advertising writers and in Civil Service - banking. 
Mark and mail the coupon and we'll be glad to 
send you interesting, descriptive booklets telling what 


the I. C. S. can do for you. 
Mail the Coupon Today 


INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Box 6256-B, Scranton, Penna. 
Without cost or obligation, please send me your 48-page 


booklet, “How Women Are Getting Ahead,” and tell me 
how I can qualify for the position or in the subject befere 


which I have marked an X: 


Advertising 
Private Secretary 
Assistant Bank 


Civil Service 
High School Subjects 
Illustrating 


Cashier Cartooning 
Accounting Bookkeeping 
Chemistry Business 
Pharmacy _)Corporation Secretary 
Business English | Architecture 
Spanish Drafting 
French Designing 


Telegraphy 
Window Trimming 


Railroad Clerk 
Dressmaking 


Salesmanship 

Better Letters 

Steno: and 
Typis 


pis 
Oshow Card Lettering Millinery 
Name | 
Street 
Address............+ 
Persons residing in Canada should send this coupon to the 


Scnools Canadien, 
Canada. 


International Correspondence 
Limited, Montresi, 


Enhance the Beauty ( 
of Your Eyes with 


Windows of the soul, your eyes reflect your personality 
Make them look larger and more attractive. Give their 
natural upward curve without using 
sticky cosmetics. Curled lashes make bright eyes sparkle 
with greater brifliancy—soft eyes appear softer Kurlash 
curls lashes WITHOUT heat or cosmetics. Nothing to 
put ON or INTO your eyes. Simply apply gentile pressure 
an instant with soft rubber pads and you have a beautiful 
curl that lasts one to Nothing extra to buy or 
replace. $1! you can pay postman $! plus 
postage. Money back guarantee. Beauty information free 


The Stickel Co, 133 N. Clinton Bidg., Rochester, N.Y. 


lashes a beautiful 


three days 


postpaid 


come over early and help her get ready 
for the sociable.” She always liked the 
way I could comb her hair. 

At six o'clock we had her ready. Davie 
was to call for her at seven, so she went 
into the front parlor, alone, to wait. Girls 
with their dreams like to be alone, I have 
noticed. 

At seven o'clock I had to leave, or run 
the risk of being late when my own sweet- 
heart would ring our bell. I came away, 
leaving Sallie sitting close to the window, 
staring straight ahead. 

Seven-thirty was the hour 
sociable. I hurriedly dressed, 
at the church parlors on time. So glad 
was I that my betrothed was in town at 
the time, and it more than doubled my joy 
to be able to appear in public with him, 
ind have everybody know he was going 
to be mine! 

Everybody that “was anybody” turned 
out for the minister’s welcome that night. 
| expected to find Davie and Sallie there 
when I arrived. Of all the faces that 
appeared in the doorway—and I never saw 
the church packed as on that night the 
honored guests alone seemed missing. 
What could have happened to Davie and 
Sallie? I was getting frantic. 

At first no one seemed to observe how 
long overdue they were. Then I began to 
hear whispered comments and criticism. 
It was forgivable on Sallie’s part to be 
a little tardy, for what girl wouldn't be shy 
about facing this group, knowing that their 
words of congratulation and well-wishing 
would not be unaccompanied by a generous 
portion of envy? But could anything war- 
rant being an hour late, at a formal occa- 
sion? Shouldn't Davie take a sterner hand 
with her, right at the beginning ? 

At first whispers; now open-voiced 
criticism of this breach of etiquette. Just 
as the deacons were considering sending a 
committee to the minister’s home to learn 
the cause of his non-appearance, I saw 
Sallie’s mother slip timidly into the room 
and close the door. She was wearing the 
new gray dress, her small black bonnet, 
and a black silk shoulder cape. Her face 
had the color of sifted ashes, except for 
two bright spots of red high on her cheeks. 
[ had known Mrs. Perkins all my life, 
appreciating her quiet and reserve, but 
little did I suspect her of the poise which 
she showed as she greeted us and explained 
with brief dignity that something unavoid- 
able had happened so that David and Sarah 
would not be able to come. Turning 
quickly, she said good-night and departed. 


for the 
arriving 


Y ESCORT and I slipped away just 

as soon as possible. I longed to run 
to Sallie to learn the cause of this terrible 
ending to an event which had seemed so 
beautiful in anticipation, but when we got 
there, the Perkins home was dark 

Next morning, when I hurried over, I 
found her in her mother’s bed, with traces 
of a flood of tears on her cheeks. In a 
torrent she blurted out her wrongs! Her 
creed of honor and insult were as uncom- 
promising as unsophisticated youth and 
provincial life could make them. No word 
of her mother’s or mine could offer com- 
fort; no possible explanation reach her ear. 
One fact, and one fact only: Davie had 
deserted her on the night when she was 
to be presented, formally, to the church 
officials and congregation as his future 
wife 

“What girl's pride could forgive that?” 
she sobbed. 

While I was sitting there, Mrs. Perkins 
bustled upstairs to tell us that Davie had 
just arrived and wanted Sallie to hurry and 
dress and come down. 
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All She Wanted 


[Continued from page 27] 


Sallie sent down the message that he 
was never to come to her house again. 
Watching her face, I could guess some- 


thing of the cost of that answer. “Please, 

Mother, I know best,” was her only reply 
her mother’s cautioning reproach. 
David Towner was also a grandchild of 

New England, with pride fully as stubborn 


as that of Sarah. Neighbors would not 
see him turned away, twice, from the door 
of the girl he expected to marry. From 


my peeck-hole at the side of the bedroom 
window I saw him walk away, head erect, 
and not turning back! 

I could see that Sallie wanted to be 
alone. So I kissed her burning face and 
held my cheek against her throbbing tem- 
ples. 


downtown, next morning, 

I overtook Mrs. Perkins on her way 
to the meat market and grocery store. 
We stopped at the post office, as was the 
custom of every early morning marketer 
in our town. I remember, just as well, the 


N MY way 


smile on the clerk’s face at the general 
delivery window as he handed her that 
letter! Not much mail came to the 
Perkins home, except the Government's 
monthly pension check, now that David 
was home from college. She looked at 


the handwriting, and gave me a look that 


said, “The groceries can wait.’ 

“Do come with me, dear,” she urged. 
“I am sure this is good news.” 

Just as soon as we were within their 


closed door, she called, “Sallie, Sallie dear, 
here’s a letter from Davie.” 

There was no answer. Mrs. Perkins, 
plump, middle-aged, and short of breath, 
puffed up the narrow, steep, enclosed stair- 
case. What joy it would be to awaken 
Sallie! 

But Sallie was not asleep. Neither was 
she in tears. The first aes of grief 
had been spent, leaving her cold and dry- 
eyed. Staring out of the window at the 
apple-blossoms, she lay, and when her 
mother and I came into the room she did 
not turn her head. 

“Honey,” said the 
“you didn't hear Mamma. 
a letter from Davie.” 


breathless mother, 
I said I have 


“IT heard you, Mamma. Keep it. I don’t 
want it.” 
“Don’t want it? Well, Sallie Perkins, 


you do beat me! Crying your eyes out be- 
cause he didn’t come for you, or send any 
word, and now you won't see him or even 
read his letter. I was never like that with 
your father when he was courting. Girls 
had more sense in my day.” Laying the 
letter on the bureau, she went out of the 
room, with step not as light as when she 
entered. 

Sallie waited until she heard her mother’s 
step at the foot of the stairs, then turned 
her face toward the door. Surprise, and 
not any great amount of pleasure, were 
expressed at seeing me. 

I handed her the letter. Twisting it, 
turning it, raising it to the light to see 
what words might be legible through the 
envelope, pausing as if to open it, she then 
suddenly shoved it back into my hand. 

“No, I won't,” she said, fiercely. “I 
might forgive him if I did! Put it back, 
and just leave me for a while, if you don’t 


mind.” 
I told her, and did 


“I'm sorry, 
as she asked. 

Late in the afternoon, Sallie’s mother 
stopped at our house, on the way down- 
town, and called me out in the hall to show 
the envelope she had been instructed to put 
in the mail. It was a letter addressed to 
the Rev. David H. Towner and contained 
his unopened missive of the day before. 


Sallie,” 


| 
| 
|_| 


“T wish you had been able to coax her to 
read it,” she spoke sadly, “for she is so 
young and stubborn, and foolishly proud. 

| put my arms around her and held my 
cheek against hers. “You know Sallie,” | 
reminded her. “When she makes up her 
mind, it is no use.” 

“Yes, L[ know. Her father was like that.” 
She went on her way. 

I did not go over to see them again 
that week. [inally, Sallie ran over to our 
house, her old friendly self, but with her 
thoughts still locked tight. All she told me 
was that on that very day her mother had 
brought from the post office David's 
original letter, restamped remailed, 
with this admonition, in small letters, 
written on the back of the envelope : “Some 
day you must read this and understand.’ 

When my father came home from the 
barber shop that night, after his weekly 
shave, he brought the news that David 
Towner had resigned from his church, with- 
out explanation, leaving town immediately. 


[' WAS soon afterwards that our family 
moved away from Charles City, and 
busy with the hastening preparations for 
my own marriage, | lost track of Sallie and 
the home-town folks. I often thought o! 
her, during the early years of my own rich 
happiness, hoping that she too was similarly 
blessed. I could scarcely believe that stub- 
born pride would keep them forever 
separated. Surely love would be fulfilled 
in time. 

Gradually the memory of those early 
days dimmed. But how vividly they were 
recalled on that afternoon when I came 
face to face with my old chum, in the Old 
Ladies Home! And- how precious, now, 
are the recollections of the hours we spent 
together this past year! It was during 
these afternoon visits that, little by little, 
she told me the story of her life, since we 
separated. 

Each spring found her with a few more 
gray hairs, she said, and her mirror showed 
her cheeks growing in length as they lost 
in plumpness. The transformation of 
Sallie into Sarah was gradual, she told me, 
and later into Miss Perkins, but it was 
symbolic. “Disappointed in love” and 
“jilted,” the two most odious phrases 
known to the small town’s womanhood, she 
knew were being linkéd with her name, and 
in each telling of the story the townsfolk 
added something mysterious concerning the 
young minister who gave up his church and 
went away never to come back. 

After Mrs. Perkins died, Sarah lived 
alone. She did sewing for people until 
the rheumatism got too bad to brave all 
kinds of weather. Iowa’s rain, snow, slush, 
and mud became too much for her. For a 
long time she struggled to maintain her 
home and provide the slight necessities of 
food and clothing. Gradually her savings 
dwindled and she had no way of earning. 

Deep was the concern among her friends, 
| am told, but the Perkins pride was well 
known in that community, and none dared 
offer charity. I doubt if I would have 
myself, had I been there! 

Finally, Sarah said, the minister visited 
her and explained the plan of the Church 
Hospital and Home for the Aged, at Des 
Moines, where she might remain as long as 
she lived. She was not to consider herself 
an object of charity. This home for aged 
women of refinement, like herself, was 
maintained for members of families who 
had always supported the church, and thus 
in their later years had earned the right 
to accept of the church’s gratitude and 
bounty. 

This prayerful little woman always had 
trusted the words of her pastor, so even- 
tually she accepted his invitation in behalf 
of the welcoming Home. She was per- 
suaded to sell her cottage, for a few 
hundred dollars, assigning the money to 


the Church Home Fund in return for the 
pledge of good care for the remainder of 
her life. 

Always cheery, with a word of encour- | 
agement to the afflicted and with thoughtful | 
kindnesses to the lonely,—that was the | 
institutional life of “Auntie Perkins,” so | 
the nurses told me. 

It is just a week now since I received 
that telephone message, asking me to hurry 
over to the Home. In great haste I went, 
for how was I to know that she was beyond 
all need of me? 

The little nurse met me at the door and 
pressed my hand. Then I guessed, for | 
the first time, the real meaning of this | 
call. Before I had entered her rogm and | 
beheld what I did, I knew that my dear 
friend Sallie was dead. The hush was on 
us, even as on that chamber, as we entered. 
So dear it was with its many memories of 
her! After I had looked long into the 
sweet face, now in beautiful repose, the | 
nurse opened the bureau drawer, saying, 
“Please take these away from here mest 
keep them. You were her dearest friend. 
You are the only one who should know. 
These are as I found them, today, when I 
found—her.” Her voice was tear- ee} 
We both stood there silently crying 

Those revealing tokens of a lifetime! | 

The box with its red ribbon that showed | 
much knotting and unknotting. The bundle 
of David's letters, written during his 
schooling at the Seminary; a small folding 
fan with their names written together, as | 
a memento of their first pilgrimage to the | 
ice-cream parlor; a pressed red clover | 
blossom; a Testament, his Christmas pres- | 
ent on her fifteenth birthday; a daguerreo- | 
type, framed in brown leather, of a young | 
man’s face with neatly parted hair; a 
yellowed newspaper clipping telling of the 
resignation and departure of the young | 
minister from Charles City; another, dated | 
much later, announcing the rise of the} 
distinguished clergyman to the bishopric: 
and on top of all, the double-stamped | 
letter with its command written on the | 
envelope flap. 

This letter, yellowed with age, but only 
this day cut with trembling scissors, lay 
in Sallie’s lap when the nurse found her 
lifeless. Just dropped from her fingers, 
also, was a newspaper clipping of that very 
day. I can see it all just as plainly as if 
I had been there! Sallie had come across 
the last story of David, in the day’s news, 
and after reading it, she intended to put 
it away with the other keepsakes in 
memory’s corner. Opening her box, she had 
picked up the long unopened letter, with 
the challenge that she had denied for 
nearly half a century, and at last had 
vielded to its demand. “Some day you must 
read this and understand,” he had written. 
I can hear her say, “Now is the time.” 


NS ONE can tell how far she had read 
before her heart-strings snapped. At 
last, surely, she knew that Davie loved her 
and was true. Knowing that, what reason 
was there longer to live? 
The newspaper clipping from the Chicago 
Tribune of that date is given here: 
Dayton, Ohio, October 29—The Rev- 
erend David Harlon Towner, aged 
sixty-eight years, died here today, 
after an illness of one week. For 
twenty years he had been a Bishop of 
the ———— Chruch. He leaves no 
relatives and he never married. Inter- 
ment will take place at the town of 
his birth, Charles City, lowa. 


| 


And here is the letter which finally 
fulfilled its mission of understanding : 

Sallie dear: 

You cannot realize my grief and 
shame at not being able to come for 
you on Tuesday night. But surely 
you understood that something unavoid- 
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fore. The very essence of the flowers them- 
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| able had happened.and that I was un- ing to move. Each minute I feared 
able to get word to you. Dearest, you that Aunt Erna would faint. But she 
@) | — is must have known that not for worlds stood motionless, m silence, her face 
would | have stayed away of my own stricken with compassionate love for 
BROS.& CO. FESS accord. the man who was afflicted with this un- 
yb Si. oe 1 am very sorry you would not see controllable, incurable, mental disease. 
Stores in Leading Cities aris me today, for 1 could have explained Eight o'clock came—nine—ten. With 
it so much better in words than in cach striking hour of the clock on 
writing. But I am trying to make you the kitchen shelf, I thought of you 
understand, now, the best that 1 know and what you would be doing and 
CASK or CREDIT how thinking. But I always prayed and, 
I went out to my Aunt Erna’s, on yes, believed, that you might under- 
Send for Catalog the farm, Monday afternoon, and she stand and keep faith. I thought of 
s. Over 2000 illustrations of Diamond- and Uncle John asked me to stay all the church people who would be wait- 
pag ig eg at ey night. It seemed so good to get out ing for us, wondering why we did not 
Sent prepaid for your there again, for you know that was come. Yet they would never know! H 
Free Examination always home to me, after my folks At eleven o'clock Uncle John fell : 
died; Early Tuesday morning Uncle asleep. I took the gun from his rigid 
John drove to town and he didn't hand and we undressed him and put 
come back until five o'clock in the him to bed. I stayed with Aunt Erna 


getting more wor- until after midnight. With heavy 


ried all the time, for I was going to heart I walked back to town. 
walk in those four miles, and I was The rest you know, dear. Please, 


afraid I would be late for you. | please don’t keep me from seeing you. 
for I No matter what you think of me, or 


afternoon. I was 


Our Diamonds 


are exquisitely couldn't leave Aunt Erna alone, } 
had promised Uncle John to wait until no matter what anybody says or asks 
he came back. When he drove into the you, you must never tell them why I 
yard the team was running so that we could not come. It would break Aunt 
knew something was wrong. He didn’t Erna’s heart. We cannot betray her 
trust! 


stop to unhitch but came right in from 
the barn. As he stepped inside the 
kitchen door, where Aunt Erna was 
cooking supper, he grabbed a shot-gun 
and leveled it at her. 

Knowing this mania, I was para- 


Now that you know my reason for 
breaking my appointment with you and 
the church, Sallie, you will surely for- 
give me. You see, San! t you, that there 
was no other way? 


No, Watch 
18-k Whit e Gc 17 Jwis 
$35.00; $3.60 down, then 


Goods delivere 
TERM fret pay 


=e lysed with agony when I saw him _ Please tell me you take me back 
paveele sneuty, Wii come into the room with that loaded into your heart. God bless you, sweet- 
monthly, at yous gun. He held it steadily—for though heart. You may not forgive me, but 
convenience. . he may be dead intoxicated, his hand you cannot keep me from always loving 


never shakes—and commanded both of you. 


Your devoted 


us to stand where we were; not to : 

Pes move, or he would shoot! The barrel David 
$10 down; then | ter. Select as and I knew that the least move of f bd f eo life-ti . “4 
as you wish— mine would mean pulling the trigger. dot th 
It was obey this crazy edict, or death h m eter. The 
for the aunt I loved like a mother. cemetery, beside the returned minister. 1€ 

stone marking her grave will read: 


We invite comparison of gualit and And so, throughout the dragging 

rst payment. hours of the evening and until long “LT 
Satisfaction G into the desperate night, there we stood, His promise d bride . wl rue im life 
pale, weak, and trembling, but not dar- and death. 


or Money Refunded 

Wedding Rings 
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| | 


monds ree i ‘ase; 12 Size, 
# monds, $65; five Dia- Gilt Dial, $30; 
monds sido seven §3 wn, 
Diamonds, $96; nine $100 
Namonds, sur 
rounded by $225. 10° 
High-grade Railroad Watches 
Guaranteed to Pass Inspection 
HAMILTON No. 992, 21 Jewels, Adjusted to 
5 Positions, Gold filled case, guar. 25 years $55 
ILLINOIS “BUNN nas LAL’ 21 Jewels, Ad- 
justed to 6 Positions. G. F. case, guar. 25 years $50 


We're Still Looking for 
SMART SET GIRLS 


HE Smart Set audience contains the prettiest girls in America. The American 


ELGIN’S LATEST RAYMOND, 21 Jewels, $55 girls are the prettiest in the world. Therefore, if we choose our covers from 
, a, Se ae ee among our own readers we will have the most beautiful covers in the world. 


Send for the Loftis Catalog The first of this series will appear on the September issue, on sale August Ist. 


Petes every Are you a Smart Ser girl? Have you a sister, or sweetheart, or daughter who 
hour of music. | is? If so, send the best photograph you have to the ART EDITOR of Smarr Set, 
together with the answers to the following questions: 


Cleary, Your, Questionnaire 


Your Skin Can Be Quickly Cleared of Pimples, Blackheada, N 
Eczema, En ed Pores and 7 or Shiny Skin. 


rite today for my FREE BOOKLET, 
FRE “A CLeaR-Tone -~ how i 
cured myself after being afflicted 15 y 
E.S.GIVENS, 174 Ghemical Bidg., Kansas City, Mo. 
Agents 
Wanted 


Complete 


When were you born? 


Typical American 


Please give: (a) Height (without shoes)................(b) Weight (lightly dressed)....cccccecerees 


Use and in- 
ce MELLINGER CORD TIRES 


est Wholesale Prices in Amer- 
Shipped prepaid on approval. Make 
bis money allor part Gms, No capita! or 
ections furnished 
E 


(e) Complexion 
Light 
Will your parents (or guardian) give their permission for Smart Set to use your picture if you 


are chosen by the artist? 


Are you willing to cooperate with us to make this plan succeed?..... aetonscecanseeeeuotess 
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co. 
Pa. or Keoses City, Me. Dept. 194) 


SA7Sa/ No. 
A SS. 
ax 
SOY, 
B bite 
18-k WhiteGold, 
} 
$100 , 
week 
PX 
7 
St today JK, 
bum big business. Agente! 
Otler, Wholesale Prices and FREE Semple Kit. 
MELLI 


was no sign of them, so I figured they were 
probably out, or maybe indoors somewhere. 
\fter chatting a little while longer, | went 
on my way. 

It must have been about a week after 
that meeting of ours, that I hired a girl, 
and all Danville was up in arms about it. 

This girl's name was Faith Harland, 
and a sweeter, prettier girl never drew 
breath. She was a tiny littie thing, with 
the softest brown hair, and big, violet eyes, 
that had once been laughing and gay, but 
were now red-rimmed and sorrowful. 

Her story was as old as the hills, and 
very pitiful. She had worked for me two 
years previously, as a cash-girl. She was 
just seventeen then, and full of fun and 
mischief. She wasn’t strong on dis- 
cipline, I must say, but it did me good to 
hear her laughing with the other girls. 
Well, to make a long story short, she had 
hecome infatuated with a traveling man. 
She loved him, truly, but he was a coward 
and acad. When she ran away and married 
him secretly, her youth, her love, her faith, 
she gave. He flung them all back into her 
face—and left her. 


T= child was left stranded, and how 
she ever came through alive with her 
little baby is more than | know. Every 
hand was against her. The parents, who 
had christened her Faith, refused to have 
anything to do with her. 

Now, I'd known that little girl pretty 
well before she had her troubles. She was 
a good girl, and a sweet girl. She wouldn't 
do a dishonest or an unkind thing. There 
was no more sin in her than there is in 
a baby that falls on the sidewalk and skins 
its knee. Life gave her a raw deal, and 
that’s all there was to it. 

However, when I gave her . job again, 
there was more fuss than if I'd turned 
dozen lepers loose in the store. My haw, 
who keeps house for me, and usually has 
the good sense to keep her own counsel, 
even spoke against it. 

I put Faith in the toy department. I 
figured that most of the customers there 
would be mothers or fathers, and that if 
they knew about Faith, they'd be less likely 
to condemn. And they probably would 
know about her, anyway. All Danville did. 

It's amazing how a little thing like that 
will affect business. For three months 
following, my sales fell off as much as 
eight per cent. 

I don’t know what people expected of 
Faith. Maybe they thought she ought to 
wear sackcloth and ashes all the time, and 
never to speak above a whisper. Anyway, 
they seemed to resent the fact that she 
tried to be natural and cheerful. And 
when she spoke to the other girls about 
her baby, as every normal young mother 
will, they seemed to think it positively 
indecent. 

One day I went up to see how she was 
making out, and I saw her selling goods to 
Henry. She was showing him how a toy 
circus worked, and I bet she enjoyed it her- 
self as much as any child would. She was 
laughing just like a happy kid. When | 
came on the scene, they shifted their in- 
terest to the dolls. Henry looked more 
nervous than I'd seen him for a long time. 
He had his hands behind his back, and all 
the time he was clasping and unclasping 
them, and then wiping them along the side 
of his coat. 

I went up and spoke to him, as I hadn't 
seen him for some time. He greeted me 
with his familiar smile, and then turned to 
Faith and ordered her to send the toy as 
soon as possible. He then followed me 
through the department, and at my invi- 
tation, came along to the office for a smoke. 


Selling Goods to Henry 


[Continued from page 70] 


I'd known Henry now for quite a while, 


and I liked him a whole lot. We'd had 
lunch together several times, and I'd found 
out more about him. 

Apparently he'd been very poor until a 
few years ago. Then he inherited money 
from some distant relative, and he'd bought 
an interest in a very prolitable coal and 
lumber business. After that he'd bought 
the house on Walnut Avenue, and married. 

We started smoking, and chatted of this 
and that, and presently the topic of Faith 
came up. The Danville papers had been 
full of it, her parents being high up in 
church circles. It appeared that Henry had 
read and heard quite a lot about it. 

Did you notice the girl who served you 
just now, Mr. Bream?” I asked. 

‘Er—er—not particularly!” said Henry, 
in at ather careless tone. 

“That was Faith,” I told him. “Poor 
little girl! Life’s been hard for her—and 
it's going to be harder.” 

“She seemed a very nice girl,” said 
Henry. 

“She's a very sweet little girl,” I told 
him, “but because she made a big mistake, 
there'll be very little happiness in her 
life, I’ m atraid.” 

“Oh!” said Henry, in his gentle, low- 
pitched voice, “don't you think that per- 
haps, one day, maybe—some man will——” 
llis voice trailed off, and he left the 
sentence in mid-air. | shook my _ head. 

know my Danville. 

“No, Mr. Bream,” I said, “I’m afraid 
not. ‘There's not many men who'd want to 
marry a girl like that. Take yourself, for 
instance. Would you have married a girl 
in her position? Eh? Would you? With 
so many young, sweet girls, who are quite 
innocent to choose from?” 

Henry pulled at his pipe, and said 
nothing. 

By the way, how are Mrs. Bream and 
the little girl?” | asked. Henry started, 
and then began nervously to fumble with 
his gloves. “They're very well, thank 
you.” He looked at me, wrinkling his 
brows, and | wondered what he was think- 
ing about 

We chatted a bit longer, and then Henry 
said that it was time for him to go home. 
“It's my little girl’s birthday tomorrow,” 
he said with a smile, “and my wife is 
arranging something and wants me to help 
her.” 

As he left my office I glanced at the 
calendar. It was September third. Now, 
if there’s one thing I pride myself on more 
than another it's my memory for dates. 
Suddenly | remembered selling Henry a 
doll’s house the previous year for his child’s 
birthday, and I recalled the date immedi- 
ately. He had bought it on the Twenty- 
fifth of November. I remember comment- 
ing on the fact that the birthday came 
exactly one month before Christmas. 


I PUZZLED over this for several min- 
utes, and almost rang for the girl to 
bring me the files where I could have traced 
the purchase definitely. Then I decided that 
I must have been mistaken after all, and 
| dismissed it from my mind. 

[ went back to the toy department, where 
I had some business, and while waiting for 
the manager to get me some figures, I 
went over and talked to Faith. 

She mentioned Henry's name almost at 
once, and said that he must be a wonderful 
husband and father. 

“Have you served him before?” I asked, 
surprised. 

“Oh, yes! He comes up here nearly every 
day,” she answered. “I think he’s the 
kindest, nicest man I’ve ever seen. Look 
what he brought today!” and she produced 
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unnecessary and political inflvence is not used. 
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Ja large parcel from under the counter, and 
| showed me some very pretty baby-clothes. 
|“He said that his little girl wore those 
when she was a baby, and that his wife had 
asked him to bring them to me; he asked 
me not to be offended, but he thought that 
maybe my little baby could wear them—iif 
I would take them.” Her eyes were moist 
with tears as she told me this, and her face 
was quite flushed. “Don’t you think it was 
awfully kind of him, Mr. Toomey?” she 
asked; “and it wasn’t wrong of me to 
accept them—was it?” 

I patted her hand, and went back to my 
office very puzzled. It was certainly 
mighty kind of Henry, but there was one 
thing I couldn't understand. Those baby 
clothes must have been bought in my store 
| less than a month ago. I recognized them 
immediately. They were part of a manu- 
| facturer’s stock that I had bought outright, 
and there was nothing else like them on 
the market. 


DECIDED to wait for developments. | 

didn’t have to wait long. Henry came to 
the toy department the next day, and the 
next, and the next after that. Each time 
he waited until Faith could serve him, and 
on he spent about an hour talking to her. 
Each time he bought a small toy for about 
fifty cents. 

Usually I pay no attention whatsoever 
to gossip. But within a few weeks the 
whole store seemed to have the story that 
funny littl Mr. Bream had a crush on 
Faith. I decided that it was time to do 
something. I moved Faith to the ladies’ 
underwear department, figuring that if 
there was any truth in this gossip, Henry 
would never have the nerve to follow her 
into that embarrassing quarter. 

That very same day he came to my office. 
He was extremely nervous, and I didn’t 
help matters—purposely—by staring at 
him for several seconds before I rose to 
greet him. 

“How is Mrs. Bream?” I asked rather 
pointedly, almost at the outset of our con- 
versation. Henry flushed, and began to 
stammer. 

“Er—um—er—she’s not so well, I’m 
afraid. She has—er—she has a very bad— 
er—cold.” 

“I’m sorry to hear that,” I said. There 
was a long pause, while I waited for him 
to break the silence. 

“She sent me here to buy something for 


| her,” he burst out suddenly, “and I don’t 
like to do it. You may perhaps have 
noticed, Mr. Toomey, that I am—er— 


rather apt—er—to be shy, and so, I wonder 
if perhaps you would—er ” He seemed 
hopelessly flustered. 

“What is it she wants?” I asked. He 
looked around, and gulped once or twice, 
most unhappily. 

‘tSome — er — silk — er — nightgowns — 
and—er—other things!” he blurted out, 
miserably. I scratched my head and looked 
at him sharply. 

“Why doesn’t Mrs. Bream telephone?” 
I inquired. “You know we'll be very glad 
to send anything she asks for — on 
approval.” 

“I thought of that,” said Henry, im- 
mediately, “but she is so particular, and 
she wants these things so badly, and of 
course I know exactly what she likes and 
what she doesn’t like, so you see—I thought 
| —er—that if you——” 

“T think I understand, Mr. Bream,” I 
said. “You don’t like the idea of going into 
the ladies’ underwear department alone— 
and you'd like me to chaperone you—is 
that right?” And I smiled broadly. Henry 
gave a little nervous laugh and said that 
that was what he had in mind. 

So I piloted him to the department, and 
turned him over to one of the salesgirls— 
not Faith—and then, from behind a row of 
He paid 


' dummies, I kept my eye on him. 
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practically no attention to his purchase, and 
all the time he gazed at Faith with a sort 
of dog-like ardor that was half amusing 
and hali pathetic. Faith blushed and 
smiled. She looked very pretty. 

Goodness only knows what Henry 
bought that morning. The salesgirl thought 
she'd fallen upon a gold mine. Everything 
she showed him he said he’d take. |! 
figured this was going to be a pretty ex- 


pensive little flirtation of Henry’s, and 
wondered what his wife would say when 
he arrived home with such an outfit. 

was worried. I didn’t know how to 
tackle the matter. After all, I had nothing 
tangible on which to go. 


Finally I decided that I would wait until 
I met Henry again, and then I would speak 
to him. He seemed to like me, and had 
often told me how he enjoyed our talks. 
It seems he had very few friends. 

At least ten days went by, and there was 
no sign of Henry. I felt rather sorry for 


him. I thought that maybe some gossip 
had reached his wife and that she was 
squelching him. He looked the sort of 


husband whom a wife could easily 
timidate. 

Then the first of December came along, 
and Henry received his monthly statement 
like all the rest. Now, one of the things 
I'd noticed about him was the fact that he 
always paid his account within two or 
three days. 

Consequently when a week went by with- 
out any sign from Henry, I began to 
wonder what could be the matter. I went 
to different departments to ask if anybody 
had seen him, but it appeared that he had 
not been inside the store since the day he 
bought all that underwear for his wife. 
I spoke to Faith, and asked her if she had 
seen him, perhaps, and she got quite pale 
and said: “No, I haven't! Oh, I do hope 
he isn’t ill?” I looked at her rather search- 
ingly, and asked her if she had any reason 
for asking that question. She flushed and 
said: “He told me once that he was very 
delicate, and liable to catch cold easily— 
and I thought after this blizzard we’ve had 
—I was afraid maybe he wasn’t well!” 

When I got back to my desk I was really 
worried. I decided to ring him up at his 
office, and ask him if he were all right. I 
thought I knew him well enough to do 
that. 

A man answered the telephone—a clerk 
I suppose. 

“I want to speak to Mr. Bream,” 

“Who is it wants him?” 

“A personal friend—Mr. 


in- 


I said 
Toomey.” 


E’S not here,” said the clerk ; “he's 
been away a couple of weeks.” 

“Is he out of town?” I asked. 

“No! He’s home—very sick—had pneu- 
monia, I think.” 

I rang off hurriedly and was soon calling 
his residence number. 

I heard the bell ringing for several 
minutes before there was that loud click 
in the phone which announces that the 
other party has picked up the receiver, 

“Hello!” came a voice over the wire. It 
was very weak, and very faint, but it was 
Henry’s voice all right. I breathed a sigh 
of relief. During those minutes of waiting 
I had trembled with the thought that the 
poor little man might be dead. 

“Hello, Mr. Bream!” I shouted. “This is 
your friend, Mr. Toomey, speaking. Say, 
I just rang your office, and they told me 
you'd been sick. How are you?” 

“I’m very well,” said Henry, so weakly 
that I could hardly hear him. “It’s very 
good of you to ring up. But you must 
excuse me, Mr. Toomey, for my negligence 
in the matter of my account. I would have 
sent you a check before now, but * 

“Why. Mr. Bream!” I cut in, “I hope 
you don't think I rang up about that, do 
you? I just rang up to say how very sorry 
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/ Thousands of women of the 
most exacting discrimination are 
insisting upon INECTO RAPID 
NOTOX for this one reason: 
INECTO RAPID NOTOX, created 
by science expressly for coloring the 
sensitive organism of human hair, is spe- 
cifically guaranteed to reclaim permanent- 
ly the original color of naturally gray, 
streaked or faded hair. It may be had in 
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black; and even under the closest scrutin 
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of American women who apply it with 
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your protectio 
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Stillman’s Freckle Cream, 
action, not only removes all your 
freckles but whitens the skin. Gives 
you fresh, clear complexion. Guar- 
anteed to remove freckles or money 
refunded Most widely used cream 
in world for this purpose. Delicately 
perfumed, a pleasure to use. 50c¢ and 
$1 at all druggists. Send for free booklet 
‘Beauty Parlor Secrets’’ and read what 
your particular type needs to look best. 


Stillman Co., 74 Rosemary Lane, Aurora, Il. 
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details. 
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‘ : i there was anything I could do for you. 
I waited for him to make some answer, 
CoauiHais the mouthpiece several times, but Henry 

Banished |made no response. 


]1 was that you had been so ill, and to ask 
but he said nothing. I called “Hello!” into 


Thinking that we must have been cut off, 
I signaled the operator, and asked her for 
the number again, but she replied: “You 
are still connected with your party.” I 
| Was just puzzling over this, and calling 

“Hello!” again when I distinctly heard a 
lcrash, as if someone had knocked over a 
| small table or something. I could hear the 
tinkle of glass. 

Then I realized that Henry must have 
fainted. Probably the exertion of lifting 
the telephone had beeen too much for him. 
I waited several minutes and then rang 
again. I figured that by that time his wife 
would have seen to him, and replaced the 
receiver. But the operator gave me the 
same reply. Apparently the receiver was 
still dangling from its cord. The line 
buzzed and hummed faintly, inscrutably. 

Although I could hardly believe that 
Mrs. Bream would leave an invalid alone 
in the house, I realized that it was just 
possible that she had taken the little girl 
}out for a walk. I snatched my hat and 
| coat, ran down to the alley where I always 
parked my car, and within a few minutes 
was on my way to Walnut Avenue. 


I RUSHED breathlessly up to the front 

door of Henry’s house, quite prepared 
to laugh with Mrs. Bream at my unneces- 
| sary alarm and excitement. 

The bell pealed through the house, and I 
waited impatiently, beating the palms of my 
hands together to take out the cold stiff- 
ness. There was no answer. I rang again, 
this time for quite thirty seconds. The 
house remained absolutely silent. I beat 
on the glass panels of the door with my 
fists, and kicked the woodwork. The noise 
I made ought to have awakened the dead, 
I thought. Then, when I realized that Mrs. 
Bream v.as not in, I wasted no more time. 
I put my shoulder to the door, and in three 
shoves I had the satisfaction of hearing the 
lock give. I smashed my way in, and stood 
in the pretty little hall of Henry’s house. 

“Mr. Bream!” I yelled at the top of my 
lungs. “Mr. Bream! Henry!” There was 
no answer. I dashed up the stair-case three 
steps at a time. 

I found him in the front room. IT will 
never forget what a pitiful sight he 
presented. He was as thin as a rake, and 
deathly white. He lay across the bed, on 
his back, while the telephone lay on the 
floor amid a debris of broken china and 
glass. He had apparently been leaning on 
the table when he answered my call, and 
the frail bamboo affair had collapsed. 

He had only fainted. When I got him 


but regular. I quickly signalled the tele- 
phone operator, and called my personal 
doctor, telling him to come up at once. 

Then I set to work to revive Henry. I 
found a bottle of brandy on another table, 
| and mixed him a stiff drink, which I forced 
between his lips. Meanwhile I slapped his 
hands, and fanned him. Maybe a woman 
could have done it better. I did the best 
|I could. Anyway, after several minutes 
his eyes began to flutter, and presently he 
came round completely. I promptly gave 
him another stiff brandy, because most of 
the other had gone on the bed, anyway. 

He looked at me gratefully, but with a 
sort of frightened, hunted look that | 
couldn’t understand. When I was quite 
sure that he was fully conscious again, I 


straightened out in bed his pulse was weak | 
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sicalact isconstantly in demand for clubs, lodges, 
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of its graduates are prof musicians. 
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complete outfits. 
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Send me your instruments. Also \\ | 
zour Easy Payment plan and special Free 


spoke to him, very gently. 

“Henry,” I said—and it was the first time | 
I'd ever called him by that name—*Henry, 
where is Mrs. Bream?’ 


He shook his head, and turned his face | 
away. 
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“They've tripled your 
_ salary, dear’ 


“I TELL you, Tom, it was a lucky day 
for both of us when you sent in that 
I, C. S. coupon. You'd never be where you 
are to-day if you hadn't decided to study 
in spare time just when you did.” 


Spare-time study with the I. C. S. is winning pro- 
motions for thousands of men and bringing happiness 
to thousands of homes all over the world. In aem, 
shops, stores, mines, mills and on railroads, I. C. 
trained men are stepping up to big jobs, over the 
heads of older men, past those whose only qualifica- 
tion is long. service. There is a job ahead of YOU. 
Some man is going to be picked for it. The boss 
can’t take chances. He is going to choose a trained 
man with sound, practical knowledge of the work. 

Get busy right now and put yourself in line for 
that promotion. You can do it in spare time in your 
own home through the International Correspondence 
Schools, just as thousands of other men and women 
have done. 


The first step they took was to mark and mail 
this coupon. Make your start the same way— 
make it right now. 

MAIL THE COUPON TO-DAY 
FOR FREE BOOKLET! 


INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Box 6253-B, Scranton, Penna. 

Without cost or obligation on my part, please tell me 
how I ~- qualify for the posit on or in the before 
which I have marked an 

BUSINESS COURSES 
|Business Management Salesmanship 
Industrial Management Advertising 
Personnel Organization Better Letters 
Traffic Management Show Card Lettering 
Business Law Stenography and Typing 
Banking and Banking Law Business English 
Accountancy (including C.P.A.) CJ Civil Service 
Nicholson Cost Accounting Railway Mail Clerk 


Bookkeeping Cemmen School Subjects 
Private Secreta: High School Subjects 
Spanish Llustrating 


TECHNICAL AND COURSES 
Electrica? Engi 
Blectric Lighting 
Mechanical Engineer 
Mbchanica! Draftsman 
Machine Shop Practice 
Railroad Positions 
Gas Engine Operating 
Civil Engineer 


hitect 
Architects? Blue Prints 
Contractor and Builder 
Architectural Draftsman 
Concrete Builder 
Structural Engineer 
Chemistry 
Automobile Work 


Ma ng Airplane Engines 

etallur ning Agriculture and Poultry 
Steam Engi 0 Badio Mathematics 

Btreet 24 

Address 

Btate 

Perso in Canada ‘phould send this coupon to the 


in Conada Schools Canadien, Limited, 
Montreal. Canada 


Whiten Your Skin- 
Almost OverNight 


No more blackheads, 
pimples, freckles or 
muddiness! Now you 
can clear your skin of 
redness, sallowness, 
liver splotches, moth 
patches or any blemish. 


Make This 3 Minute Test 


Three minutes before bedtime smooth some of 
this cool, fragrant creme upon your skin. The 
next morning you will be astonished at the way 
your skin has begun toclear. Send fora jar now— 
only $1.00. If not delighted and amazed your 
money will be instantly refunded. Just enclose 
a $1 bill and address 


Paris Toilet Co., 327 Oak St., Paris, Tena 


1s Mrs. 
| alone 


“Henry, won’t you confide in me?” I 
said. “I want to be your friend. Where 

Bream? Why are you here all 
when you're so sick? Why isn't 
your wife here, nursing you?” Then a 
sudden thought came to me. “Henry,” | 
asked, “have you quarreled with your wife? 
fas she left you?” 

Suddenly he beg 
enough to see any 
sob, but never was my 
in that moment. He was so utterly ex- 
hausted physically, so emaciated, and he 
— so grotesque with his stubble of 
beard. Not knowing what to do, I sat on 
| the bed and put an arm about his shoulders. 
This seemed to give him comfort. He very 


an to sob. It’s ghastly 
grown man or woman 
heart so wrung as 


|soon regained control of himself. 


| 
| 


| ingly 


| appears he fell in love. 


“IT never had a wife!” said Henry slowly. 
I gaped at him. 

“But, Henry!” I cried, “you've told me 
so much about her, and about your little 
girl! What on earth do you mean?” 

“T invented them both!” said Henry, in 
a very low voice. Then he began to ex- 
plain. He had been a poor, illiterate boy, 
he told me, always an invalid, and always 
very ungainly and awkward. He had a 
very miserable boyhood. His chronic sick- 
was a great expense to his father, 
and he was made to feel that he was a 
burden. His brothers and sisters taunted 
him, and made his life a misery. 

As he grew older he found it increas- 
difficult to make friends. He had 
always been painfully shy, and ridicule ter- 
rified him. He began to feel that every- 
body laughed at him as a little runt and 
despised him. I. became an absolute ob- 
session with him. 

Then, when he was 


ness 


about twenty, it 
The girl must have 
been a hateful, heartless little hussy, for 
she allowed him to make love to her, and 
to pour out his heart in sentimental letters, 
and then, when the joke began to pall, she 
humiliated and mortified him in front of a 
gathering of acquaintances, by reading out 


his poor, foolish, heartfelt letters, and 
| mocking them sentence by sentence. 
‘After that,” said Henry, “I couldn't 


bear the thought of ever letting another 
woman make a fool of me like that—but 
I did so want to have a nice little home— 
and—and everything ! 

“A few years ago an uncle left me all 
that money, and I bought this place. But 
I hadn’t the nerve to ask any woman to 
share it with me. Women like men who 
are strong and can do things. I’m no good 
to women. But I would so much have liked 
to have a wife and child—and I didn't 
want people to know that I was such a 
fool, and that I hadn’t got any nerve—and 
so—so I just pretended I had a wife and 
child. It gave me a certain kind of empty 
bitter happiness—to talk to you—and other 
people—about my wife—and my little 
girl . . . You see I had plenty of money— 
far more than I could spend on myself—so 
I got to buying presents for—for 
them, as if they really existed. I thought 
when I died I'd leave this house, and every- 
thing in it, to someone who'd appreciate 


it 

[= a pretty house,” said Henry, “and 
it’s got most everything in it. There’s a 

nursery—simply full of toys. I have a 


radio there, and I sometimes listen to the 
bed-time stories, but I guess they sound 
kind of silly unless you can explain them 
to a child, and all the closets are full of 
things I’ve bought. Somehow I haven't 
always had the heart to open them up after 
I've bought them. You've no idea how 
difficult it is to keep up pretences, some- 
times,” he said seriously. 

For some minutes I couldn't trust myself 
to speak. He had told me all this in such 
a dreary, low monotone, that its pathos 
was only heightened. 
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finally, “why go on 
Why don’t you 
He looked at me with 


“Henry,” I said, 
keeping up pretences 
make it come true?” 
the ghost of a smile. 
“T don’t know any “and 


girls,” he said, 


even if I did, who would marry a weak- 
ling like me?” 

“Henry!” scoffed, “you're a_ liar. 
You're in love with a girl at this very 
moment.” He probably blushed. It’s dif- 


ficult to tell through a three weeks beard. 
At that moment I heard Dr. Bennett toot- 
ing his horn outside. I ran down the stairs 
to admit him. Seeing the smashed-in door 
he thought there was at least a murder. I! 
explained things to him hurriedly, and 
then left them alone. A plan was forming 
in my mind. 


Bennett reported to me in my office 
several hours later. 

“IT don’t know why you called me in,” 
he complained. “The man has a doctor 
already—a very good doctor—and now he’s 
as sore as a wet hen at me because he 
thinks I’m trying to grab his patient.’ 

“But how was it that he was left all 


alone?” I asked. 


H* HAS ., practical nurse—an old hag 
whom I'd be ashamed to entrust my 
worst enemy to—and she took it into her 
head that he'd be all right if she took a 
couple of hours off; that’s all. She strolled 
in just after you left and I fired her!” 

“Has he got anybody now?” I wanted 
to know 

“She’s staying until we get another nurse 
tonight,” said Bennett. “But, you know, 
good nurses are scare these days, with half 
the town sick with influenza after these 
damned blizzards! However, he'll be all 
right. Don’t you worry.” And with that 
he hurried off. 

I was busy for another hour or so, and 
then I had everything all fixed. About 
thirty minutes later I drove up to Henry’s 
house again. There were lights in several 
rooms, and I saw that the door had been 
fixed. The door was answered by a dis- 
agreeable woman, in white overalls, whom 
J recognized at once from Bennett's de- 
scription. 

I went up into Henry’s room, and found 
him propped up in bed. 

“Are you well enough to be shaved?” 
I asked, after we had exchanged greetings. 
He looked startled. 

“Shaved?” he said, all 
think so .. . What for? 

“You're going to have company!” I told 
him, and I set to work. Fortunately for 
Henry, he had a safety razor, or else this 
story wouldn't have a _ happy ending. 
Heaven knows I must have hurt the poor 
fellow. However, he bore it like a stoic, 
and all the time he asked me what the big 
idea was. As if he didn’t know! 

When I finally had him slicked up, and 
looking pretty good, I went back and 
fetched Faith. Poor kid! She was shiver- 
ing with excitement, and was so flushed 
that she looked prettier than ever. 

I was afraid, at first, that there would 
be a very embarrassing scene, but somehow 
there wasn’t. In the most natural and 
beautiful way in the world she walked 
over to the bed, and knelt down by his side. 
Then I left the room. It wasn’t for me 
to hear what they said to each other. 

Presently Faith tip-toed down the stairs 
and spoke to me. Her eyes were like stars. 
“Please, Mr. Toomey, will you go down 
to the car, and get baby?” she said. “He 
says he wants to see her at once! Bring 
up baby!” 

“Yes, my dear,” I answered, “and I'll tell 
my lawyer to come right over and attend 
to the little matter of vour divorce. What's 
more, you're fired !—all because of selling 
goods to Henry. Eh?’ 
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END ONLY $1.00 — 
we'll send thisbeautiful 
18K White Gold Ladies’ 
Dinner Ring set with 3 
sparkling brilliant, blue- 
white diamonds for a 15 
DAY FREE TRIAL. Try 
to duplicate it anywhere 
at our price. If you are 
convinced that it repre- 
sents exceptional value, 
pay $4.75 ly—price 
$48.50. Otherwise return 
and your dollar will be Illuscration slightlyenlarged 
sent back immediately. 
Red Tape — Delay A complete 
Ne te FREE catalog of 
Transactions Diamonds, Watches, Jew- 
Confidential elry. Ten months to pay 
Rush Your Dollar Today 0D everything.Send for it. 


LW: SWEET. INC. 


BROADWAY, NEW YORK 


pRICES 


Your choice of the Wests" pest 


typewriters — Underwood, Rem- 
ington Oliver—full size, late 

completely rebuilt and 
refinished brand new. Prices 


mashed down to half. Act quick. 


$2 and it’ 


Just send ae peme ona address and we will mail you our 
complete FREE OG prepaid, fully describing and showing 

etual beautifal machine in full colors. Tells 
every detail of our direct-to-you an payment plan. Write now for 
tremendous saving. No obligation whatever. Still time if you act now. 


International Typewriter Exchange 
386-188 W. Lake Street. Department 750 Chicago, itt, 


Beautiful Complexion 
IN 15 DAYS 


Clear your complexion of pimp ples, blackheads, 
white: ns pada, red spots, en pores, oily skin 
and o plemishes . can give you a com- 
oxen 90 ft, rosy, clear, velvety beyond your 
Fondest dream. A do it in a few 
method is different No cosmetics, lotions 
Salves, soaps, ointments, plasters, bandages, 


diet, no fasting. Nothing to 
Cannot _in njure most delicate skin. 

, Send, for my Free Boo You are not obli- 
Send no mo get the facts. 


Dorothy Ray, 646 N. “Michigan Bivd., Suite 239, Chicage 


200 Sheets $900 
100 Envelopes B=: 


PRINTED WITH ANY NAME AND ADDRESS 


IGH GRADE, clear white bond paper — 
unusually smooth writing surface. Size 

6x7 inches with envelopes to match. 
Has that crisp, crackly “‘feel’’ that identi- 
fies it to everyone as superior quality — 
us 


they are surprised st the value. 
velope in rich dark blue, up to4 lines. 
Pilate Gothic, designed especially for 
— and good taste. Makes a perso 
ery you will be delighted to = y 
deal gift with your friend's name. 
#1. 00 (west of Denver and outside 
10) and this generous supply of 
will come b mail neatly 
ked stage prepaid. Please write or 
pri rint c Prompt service and satisfac- 
Money if you are 
pleased in every way. Order today! 


National Stationery o., LincalaHlighway, Baten, 


ANITA nose ADJUSTER 


GENUINE (Patented) 
Shapes w bens you sleep. Rapid, pain- 
less and safe. The ANITA en, a _. 
uine and most Comfortable 
Absolutely GU TE 
Highly recommended 


{ porter. 
Physicians. 
T Write for FREE booklet. 
**Nature’s Way To Happiness”’ 
Gold Me Dept. S Anita Suiting. 
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Maria’s Story 


[Continued from page 44] 


|}my heart. Then I became reasonable and 
| knew that a young couple could not have 

taken on the responsibility of a child which 
| was not theirs unless they had the genuine 
| love of children in their hearts. 

Why not consult Street about my affairs 
|and how to invest my money, and ‘then get 
the children out of the Home? 
| Hadn't he asked me to come to him if I 
|needed help? W asn't he kindness itself at 
the time of Silvio’s death? Hadn't he come 
| to = hospital to see me? 

No, he would want money for his advice. 

Lawyers cost money. I yuldn’t spend any. 

| sat there and thought. Maria was tired 

now and had fallen asleep on my lap. Little 

Silvio had found some boys and was playing 
with them. 

\ distant church-bell sounded _ five 
gs I must take the children back to 
real home? 

| got up, called the children. I had 


| John Street's office. 


|darlings good-by and walked down to 
Mulberry Street to my neighbor’s 
What a welcome I had! All of the old 
acquaintances in the tenement ran in to see 
| me, and such a sputtering of Italian you 
| never heard. 
“W hat a fine dress you have on, Mrs. 
Guidi.” 
‘Are you going to get married again, 
| Mrs Guidi?” 
“How are the children, Mrs. Guidi?” 
“And how is the new baby ?’ 


OW was the new baby? I could not 
tell them. My neighbor shook her 
head at them and frowned. There was an 
embarrassing silence. 

Then, after supper, my friend and I sat 
down and talked. How nice it was to be 
talking Italian once more. Silvio’s language 
and mine. And I could talk about Silvio 
to this woman! 

“Take good care of his violin,” I said. 

Perhaps one day my little Silvio may play 
it. 
| Things were better with her by now. 
|One of the boys had his working papers. 
That relieved the situation. Why, he had 
taken his mother to the theatre one night. 
| She told me the story of the play, gesticu- 
lating each passage. 

We talked of the old country and of my 
days in the tenement, and then she asked: 

“What are you going to do, Mrs. Guidi ?” 

“I don’t know,” I answered. “Tomorrow 
I am going to see Mr. Street.” 

“The young lawyer!” exclaimed my 
neighbor. “That just reminds me. He’s 
been here several times inquiring for you. 
But no one knew where you were. He 
seemed very anxious to see you. 

Now it was easy to go to Street. Per- 

haps he had some news for me. Maybe 
there was something about the Union. 
Well, at any rate, no matter what it was, 
| it wouldn’t be so hard now to walk into 
| that office in the morning. 
; 1 awoke very early next morning. I put 
}on a nice dress which my mistress had 
| given me and really looked in the cracked 
uiirror at myself while I arranged my 
hair. 

I couldn't believe it. I looked young 
again. My face was full. My skin was 
|clear, and I didn’t stoop—like most of the 
| poor women of my age. 

“T'll be back soon,” I said to my neigh- 
|bor as I walked out of the house and 
| started downtown. 

| waited in the same hallway where I 


| 


| 
| 


hey But, for the moment, terror seized 


the Home. When could I take them to a| 


| dec ided that in the morning I would go to | 


At the door of the Home, I kissed my | 


‘had sat that day with my heart breaking 
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=6aaWeek! 
CHICAGO AUTO SHOPS 


Don’t sell your time for a penny less! 

World’s greatest, most fascinating business needs you! 
Clip coupon right now for my Big Free Auto Book. Un- 
limited opportunities, BIG PA when 


you are a Cooke-trained AUTO EXI ight in 
your own home ! make you MASTER Pa a... branch 
of Auto, truck and tractor work, prepare you to Boss the 
job, or to go into business for yourself 
As Directing Engineer, Owner and Head of this In- 
stitution, I know ‘and give you exactly the training 
you need to be a REAL AUTO EXPERT. Be my 
partner—be a success. Practical instruction in 
Mechanical, Electrical, Battery , Vulcanizing, Weld- 
ing and Ignition work, Garage Mz anagement, Sales- 
manship and Adve rtising pe Lifetime Employ- 
ment Service! Most Cos {PLETE training on 
earth. 


ee NV See My My Wonderful Guarantee 


»9k. Just see my guarantee. Remember 
B. Ww Cooke is in no way connected with any per- 
son or training of I t if 
you're young or old, educated or not. uarantee 
that my al, copy personal JOB-WAY 
training will put you in the class of men who make 
$3,000 to $10,000 a year! 


. 
Earn While You Learn! 
Start to make extra money quick, like Morriston, 
Trask, Mayville and others. Almost at the very 
beginning I show you how to do actual jobs and 
make money doing it! Any ambinons can 
make this wonderful instruction P. AY FOR IT- 
cd SELF. Send for my F ook pow. Let me 
show you how YOU can too! 
BIG Just see the THREE 
big costly 
OUTFITS 
Radio outfits I give 
you—the kind you can use to make money in 
your spare time. Write now. I'll reserve these 
eS outfits for you without one penny of cost. 


GET MY FREE AUTO 
BOOK NO 


Te ou about the wonderful o epportunicies wait- 
ag hs _you in the 5-BILLION DOLLAR “UP- 

KEEP branch cf the auto business Shows how 
you can have BIG PAY—SU CCESS! Address me 
personally. Mail coupon today! 


B. W. COOKE, Directing Enzineer 
CHICAGO AUTO 
SHOPS 


The Famous, ‘‘Job-Way” 
Training Institution 


B. W. COOKE. 
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i Saxophone 


Become a musician so quickly as to 
astound everyone Learn by playing 
‘real music—instead of tiresome ‘‘ex- 
ercises.** You'll soon become the 


most popular person in your “‘set.’ 


New Easy Method 


¢ a revelation Nothing else like it for 


thoroughness and rapidity. So simple that 

young and old find it easy to play with 

amazing skill. No “‘trick music’’ 

LEARN TO PLAY but actual notes, learned 

ANY INSTRUMENT quickly right in your own home. 

Piano Mandolin 

Organ Drums and FREE BOOK and 
Violin Traps Illustrated Folder 

Clarinet ——— offers this wonderful musical op- 

- portunity Send for them today 

Flute Sight Singing before copies are exhausted. 

Harp Ukulele You'll be astounded, thrilled 

Cornet Piccolo fascinated, at this easy, rapid 

Cello Trombone way to become a veritable 

Guitar Geneghene master of your favorite instru- 

when needed, cash or credit 


U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC 
4277 Brunswick Building, NEW YORK CITY 

Send me your amazing free book, “Music Leasons in 
Your Own “Home.” Also, illustrated Folder. This does 
not put me under any obligation, (Please Write Plainly.) 
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Why Stay Fat? 


Blanche Arral, Famous Opera Star, takes 
off 34 lbs. in 30 days by drinking Tea made 
of Javanese Herbs. 


No Drugs - No Diet 
No Exercise 


Brewed as Tea 
or in Tablet Form 


Write for free book on 
reducing, telling how 
Madame Arral discov- 
ered, on the isle of Java, a wonderful health-giving, 
Reducing Tea, and how to obtain some to use 
yourself. Results are immediate. Address, Blanche 
Arral, Inc., Dept., 218-E, 500 Fifth Ave., New York. 
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Easy for you to own this beauti- 
ful ring or give it as a present. 
Simply send $1 to us today. 
10 DAYS FREE TRIAL 

Wear ring 10 days and if you 
jon’t agree it is an amazing 
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FREE § — 810 1000. “hes 
long credit. Wonderful 
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and wondering how I could bury my be- 
loved husband. I sighed and thought of 


all that had passed, and then the door 
opened. 
‘Sefiora,” exclaimed Street, as he ap- 


proached me and took my hand, “I am 
glad to see you. How well you look, and 
how are the children, and how is the baby ?” 

“I don’t know,” I murmured. 

“What do you mean? ” asked Street. 

“She was adopted,” I replied, lowering 
my head. “There was nothing else to do.” 

swallowed, threw my head up and 
determined that he should not see me again 
as a sorrowful woman. It wasn’t fair. 
But why did people always ask me about 
the baby—only natural kindness, | supposed. 
For could there be anything more inter- 
esting to inquire about than a dear little 
baby. 

“Come into my office, Sefiora Guidi,” 
said Street, waiting for me to precede him 
into the little cubby hole which was his 
office. 

“He sat down behind his desk. Sure 
enough there was the red tie, and his hair 
shone like patent leather—and that mus- 
tache! I thought he looked like a barber. 

How mean of me to think such a thing. 
But I was always comparing every man I 
saw with my Silvio—my handsome Silvio. 
The women of the tenement had asked me 
if I would ever marry. What a strange 
idea. 

“I tried to find you, Mrs. Guidi, several 
times,” said Street. “I wanted to remind 
you that if you needed any advice that | 
was here to give it to you, and then just 
lately a proposition has come up which | 
think might interest you.’ 

“A proposition which might interest me ?” 
I repeated, rather dazed. 

yes,” he answered. 

“What is it?” I asked bewildered. 

“You are still Mrs. Guidi?” he asked, 
leveling his eyes on me with a suspicion of 
suspense in them, which I didn’t understand. 

“Yes,” I said proudly. 

He hesitated for a moment, 
proceeded. 

“It's rather awkward,” he hesitated for 
a moment. 

Then he laughed. 


and then 


“Oh, I can be frank with you. You look 
so well and stylish, Mrs. Guidi, that I 
didn’t know whether the chance of a 


good position would interest you.” 
“Oh, Mr. Street,” I exclaimed. 


COULDN'T go on. I was too excited. 

Then I collected myself and said: 

“That is just what I came to talk to you 
about. I have some money in the bank 
which I have been able to save during the 
last year, when I was nurse to a baby. 
But that baby doesn’t need me any more. 
I can’t spend it. I must not spend it. I 
want to get to work at once. Oh, Mr. 
Street, I do so want to get ahead so that 
I can have my children with me.” 

“I’m afraid you can’t have your children 
with you in this position which I have in 
mind for you—at least for the present. 
We can't tell how it will work out. This 
is the proposition.” He took his pen in his 
hand and tapped the desk with it. He had 
nice hands—but of course not like Silvio’s. 
He straightened his red tie with the other 
and spoke. 

“There is an old lady client of mine 
whose husband has just died. She has 
plenty of money to keep her home. But 
someone must look out for her—keep house 
and take care of her. She is very nice and 
is Italian. I thought you might consider 
the position. It would not be hard and 
you would find her congenial. I am quite 
sure she would like you. The salary will 
be good.” 

He didn’t call it wages—he said “salary.” 

“That would be splendid—if she would 
like me,” I said. 


She 


is 


“That’s quite simple, Sefiora. 


bound to like you. I’m sorry I couldn't 
arrange something for you to have the 
children with you. But | am sure she 
would be pleased to have them come to see 
you there. In fact, I’m quite certain she 
would enjoy visits from them.” 

This was too wonderful. Imagine all 


the good things which were happening to 
me. 

“I am so grateful to you, Mr. Street,” I 
murmured. “I don't know how to thank 
you. It seems that I am always thanking 
you for some great kindness.” 

‘All in my profession,” said Street. 

He took out his watch and looked at it. 

“Come over across the street with me, 
Sefiora, to the restaurant. We'll have 
lunch and talk over the business.” 


OW kind that 
taking me to a restaurant 
He must be very busy to have to use 
lunch hour for business conversations. 

“I'll be back at two,” he said as we left 
the office. 

It did seem strange to have a man help 
me across the street and help me off with 
my coat when we sat down to the table. 

“What would you like?” asked Street, 
handing me the menu. 

I glanced at the card. My eyes fell on 
“ravioli’—one of our country’s dishes. I 
smiled and as I started to speak he said: 

“Ravioli ?’ 

Then we both laughed. Imagine! I had 
laughed the day before, too. Perhaps | 
was still young. I couldn't believe it. 
Then I remembered the face I had seen in 


Imagine 
for lunch. 
his 


man was! 


the mirror in the morning. Perhaps I 
was. 
“Bring a_ bottle of Chianti, too,” 


commanded Street of the waiter. 

The time flew while we ate our Italian 
lunch, and we laughed and talked—of the 
old country. How nice to be with one’s 
own countryman! 

Then he got down to business. But I 
thought he wasted much of the time in 
talking about everything but business. As 
I look back now, all of the business con- 
versation of that supposed business 
luncheon was to give me a card with the 
name of Mrs. Bonchi written on it, with 
her address in East Tenth Street, and then 
tell me to go there the following afternoon 
at five o'clock 

But perhaps that was the way lawyers 
did things. I didn’t know. In fact I 
didn’t think much about it. My brain was 
in a whirl over this unexpected gift of 
fortune. 

How quickly things happened to me! In 
my short life I had been confronted with 
the most amazing situations, and now here 
I was on the threshold of another phase of 
life—but so different from the others. This 
time I was radiant with the prospects of 
getting on my feet and looking to the time 
when I could have my children with me. 
Then it came again—not all of my children. 

As we left the restaurant and Mr. Street 
was stopping to light a cigar at the small 
counter by the doorway, I looked at the 
calendar. April fifteenth! 

“What is it?” asked Street, with a soft 
tone of anxiety and sympathy in his voice. 
For he had seen pain flash darkly over my 
face and my eyes full. 

“A year ago today my baby was born,” 
I choked, and started out the door. 

He took my arm going down the stairs 
and I was glad to feel the pressure of his 
hand. Unconsciously, I pressed it against 
my side. 

We said nothing but walked up the street. 
That very moment I knew that there was 
great understanding in that dapper little 
lawyer’s heart and that his heart was big. 

He took me to the corner and put me on 
the horse-car. 

[Turn to page 96] 
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Naked Truth About 
This Passion Called 


Why do most wives fail to satisfy their husbands? Can a shop- 
worn girl marry happily? What is the secret of sex attraction? 
Do you know how to make people love you? What should a 
man do to captivate a woman? How can a single girl attract 
the man she desires? How can a husband keep his wife a sweet- 
heart? What makes men unfaithful? Can a dying love be re- 
vived? How can both men and women retain their charm 


always, regardless of age? 


LINOR GLYN, famous 


author of “Three Weeks” 
and “‘ The Philosophy of Love,” Warning : 


For certain reasons, 


has written an amazing NEW 


——] Fearless Answers to 
Frank Questions 


book which fully answers these |/the publishers do not | Ja ask yourself these ques- 
t 


precious questions—and count- care to send This Pas- 


ions frankly: Do you know 


less others even more vital to || sion Called Love” to|] how a wife can keep her husband 
your happiness. “‘This Passion || anyone under eighteen || home nights? Do you know 
Called Love”’ is the title of her || years of age. Unless | what “petting” does to women? 
brand new book just published. || you are over 18, please || Do you know how to put 
It is not a novel—it is a Wonder || do not fill out the free || obstacles in a man’s way and 


Book of Love which strips bare 


the most intimate relations of K————— 


coupon below. 


make him want you all the more? 
What kind of women do men 


men and women—it is a price- 
less solution of all the perplexing problems 
of love and ~arriage, about which most of 
us know so ‘ttle and concerning which we 
should be so well informed. 

“This Passion Called Love” will create 
a sensation and take the country by storm 
because it tells people the naked truth 
about the most important things in life— 
Love and Passion! Of course, narrow- 
minded critics will say the book is not fit 
to be read—that it ought to be suppressed. 
Others will claim that Elinor Glyn should 
not have dared write about such a breath- 
taking subject —that she has handled deli- 
cate problems with too much frankness. 
But we want you to read the book before 
passing an opinion. This you can do at our 
risk—without advancing a penny! 


Priceless Secrets Revealed in 
“This Passion Called Love” 


love. 

—How a plain girl, if she 
play her cards properly, 
can be more alluring 
than a dazzling beauty. 

—What to do when mar- 
riage seems a failure. 

—How husbands and 
wives can avoid being 
cheated out of happi- 
ness. 

—Fearless advice to those 
about to marry. 

—Babies and birth con- 
trol. 

— Mistakes of the honey- 
moon. 

—How wives trick their 
husbands. 

—How a woman may al- 
ways remain desirable. 

—How to satisfy a man’s 
hunting instinct. 

—Unsatisfactory hus- 
bands—and what they 
should do. 

—How to make someone 
love you. 

—How the busy house- 
wife may keep herself 
attractive. 


—How a wife can keep —Little wiles that women 
her husband in love. may properly use to 
—How to win the girl you charm men 


—How wayward tenden- 
cies may be controlled. 

—How to outwit “the 
other woman.” 

—How the girl in busi- 
ness can marry happily. 

—Actions that make a 
woman charming. 

—The kind of men all 
women love. 

—How to preserve your 
youth and attraction. 

—The important prob- 
lems of newlyweds 

—Fatal mistakes of wives. 

—How to find the joys of 
ove. 

—What the success of 
marriage depends upon. 

—How to recognize a per- 
son who could not re- 
main true. 

—Wise words to young 
men. 

—What every single girl 
should know. 

— A warning against grave 
dangers. 

—How to judge a man’s 
fitness for marriage. 
—And hundreds of other 
priceless revelations. 


love? How can a woman control 
the polygamous nature of man? Why do 
most people lose their charm at 30, when 
they still could be fascinating at 50? 

Would you like to be the kind of man all 
women love? Do you know how to say the 
things that captivate a woman? Will you 
win the girl you want—or will you take the 
one you can get? Do you know how to 
keep a woman in love? Do you know the 
little things that make women like you? 

What does the modern young girl do 
that disgusts men? What liberties should a 
wife allow her husband? What are the 
three ways women may attract men? What 
should be done when the one you love be- 
comes infatuated with someone else? 

How can the clever wife detect that she 
is being deceived? What about birth con- 
trol? Should the number of children ever 
be limited? Is marriage happier with 
babies or without them? Do you know 
how to make yourself popular? Do all men 
make love to you—or are you a “wall- 
flower?’”’ Do you know how to use proper- 
ly the successful methods of “‘vampires?” 
How to make yourself desirable to a man? 
How to acquire manners that charm? 

In ‘“‘This Passion Called Love,” Elinor 
Glyn fearlessly gives the answer to every 
question about love, marriage, passion, 
infidelity—and many other things we dare 
not even mention here! She boldly answers 
every tender question all brides want an- 
swered on the eve of their wedding. She 
shows how love may be controlled, to bring 
lasting happiness. Tells the unmarried girl 
how to be attractive—the wife how to hold 
her husband’s love. Shows women how to 
“‘manage” men, but not seem to. How to attract 
people you like. How to tell when a man really loves 
you. How to saturate yourse:f with love appeal. 
How to dress to lure the opposite sex. She tells men 
how to keep women in love—warns women about 
the things that drive desirable men away—explains 
why most marriages end in indifference, disillusion, 
or despair. And best of all, she reveals in plain words 
the complete psychology of successful marriage, and 
gives countless fresh suggestions that will enable al! 
men and women— both married and single—to find 
the divine happiness of perfect mating and to get 
more joy out of it than was ever dreamed of! 
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SEND NO MONEY 
Simply mail coupon below 


OU_need not advance a single penny to get 
“This Passion Called Love.” Simply fill out 
the coupon below—or write a letter—and the book 
will be sent on approval. When the postman de- 
livers the book to your door—when it is actually 
in your hands—pay him only $1.98, plus a few 
pennies postage, and the book is yours. Go over it 
to your heart’s content—read it from cover to 
cover—and if you are not more than pleased, sim- 
ply send the book back in good condition within 
ve days and your $1.98 will be refunded gladly. 
Elinor Glyn’s books sell like magic—by the mil- 
lion! “‘This Passion Called Love,” being the most 
sensational and the most helpful book she has ever 
written, will be in greater demand than all others. 
Everybody will it—everybody will buy 
it. So it will be exceedingly difficult to keep the 
book in print. Itis poss:ble that the present edition 
may be exhausted, and you may be compelled to 
wait wey copy, unless you mail the coupon 
below AT ONCE. Get your pencil—fill out the 
coupon NOW. Mail it to The Authors’ Press, 
Auburn, N. Y., before too late. Then be prepared 
to read the most helpful book ever written! 
— 
The Authors’ Press, Dept. 606, Auburn, N. Y. 
Please send me on approval Elinor Glyn’s new book, 
“This Passion Called Love.”” When the postman | 
delivers the book to my door, I will pay him onl 
| $1.08, plus a few pennies postage. It f wed, 
however, that this is not to be considered a purchase. 
If the book does not in every way come up to expec- | 
tations, I reserve the right to return it any time 
within five days after it is received, and you agree to 
refund my money. | 


tion, handsomely bound in Royal Geeen Genuine Leather and 
lettered in Gold, with Gold Tops and Green Silk Markers. 
No expense spared — makes a gorgeous gift. If you prefer 
this leather edition—as most people do—simply sign be- 

low, place a cross in the little square at the right, and 

pay the postman only $2.98 plus postage. 


| De Luxe Leather Edition—We have prepared a Limited Edi- | 


IMPORTANT—If you reside outside the U.S. A., 
ayment must be made in advance. Regular Edition 
Sos. Leather Edition, $3.14. Cash with coupon, 
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100,000 


NEVER knew it was 
so easy to get this beau- 
tiful watch. Fora 
long time I wanted a 
bracelet watch. Nearly 
all my friends had one 
and were so proud of 
their watches that I felt 
as if I were left out of 
the crowd. 

“I begged my father to get me a wrist- 
watch, even a cheap one—so I could be 
like the other girls. But he couldn’t afford 
the money. I tried to save enough out of 
my allowance. But the pennies came in so 
slowly; there were always so many other 
things I needed, that I almost gave up 
hope of ever getting my watch. 

“Then one day everything changed. I 
read about a company who offered to give 
away wrist watches to girls for just a few 
minutes’ spare time. I sat down and 
wrote to the Home Supply Company 
(that’s the name of the company) and 
asked them to tell me all about their plan 
and how I could get this latest style wrist 
watch without paying a single penny for it. 

“Pretty soon I received an answer. I 
found that all I had to do was to distribute 
to my friends and neighbors the famous 
Normandy Chocolates. And for that easy, 
pleasant service, I was to get a fine 6-jewel 
white gold-filled wrist watch worth $25.00 
at the best jewelry stores. 

“I started out that very day to dis- 
tribute these fine candies. Everybody was 
glad to help me. My brother took three 
boxes. My mother and father each one 


“I Would Not Part & 
With It For $10,000” 


So writes an enthusiastic, grateful cus- 


tomer. Inlike mannertestify ove1 


100,000 peopie who have worn it. 
Conserve your body and life first. 


Overcomes WEAKNESS arx 
ORGANIC AILMENTS ot 
WOMEN and MEN. Develops 
an erect, and graceful figure. 
Brings restful relief, comfort, 
energy and pep, ability to do 
things, health and strength. == 
Does away with the strain and pain of standing and 
walking; replaces and supports misplaced internal 
organs; reduces enlarged abdomen; straightens and 
strengthens the back; corrects stooping shoulders; 
develops lungs, chest and bust; relieves backache, 
curvatures, nervousness, ruptures, constipation, 
after effects of Flu. Comfortable and easy to wear. 
Costs You Nothing to Try It 

Write today for illustrated book, free, with full in- 
formation and measurement blank. Address 


HOWARD C. RASH, Pres, Natural Body Brace Co. 
166 Rash Building SALLNA, KANSAS 


Girls have received White Gold 
Rectangular Bracelet Watches like this 
4@ from me~without a penny of cost to them 


and at school it was only a short time until 
I had sold my complete assortment. It 
was sO easy, so interesting, it was a real 
pleasure. 

“That same day I sent in my returns. 
A few days later the mailman brought me 
a large box. I tore off the wrappings. I 
was so excited! There were the boxes of 
candy. There, too, was my reward! It 
was a beautiful while gold rectangular 
bracelet watch, even more wonderful than 
I had dared to think it could be. I put it 
around my wrist right away and showed 


it to my mother and father. They were 
just as happy as I, because I had earned it myself. 
“Then I went out and distributed the candy. 
Of course, everyone wanted to see my watch. I 
was glad to show it to them —I was so proud of it. 
I was even more satisfied when everybody told me 
how fine their candy was; so fresh and so good. 
“My girl friends envied me so. They wanted 
to know how I got it and I told them —just what 
I tell those of you here, who want a beautiful 
wrist watch like the one illustrated above —to 
write or mail the coupon below. By return mail 
you will receive a distributors outfit, and a letter 
explaining how through a simple, easy, pleasant 
service you can get a watch like mine. 


Mary C D. 
It will cost you nothing, not a penny, to farm all 
about the unique plan that Mary C——— D— sed 
to get her wrist watch and which you can us to 


of the fine rewards we offer for tntvoducing 


obtain one 
Simply 


the famous Normandy Chocolates in your town. 
mail the coupon or a postal card now. 

HOME SUPPLY COMPANY 

Dept. 697 131 Duane Street, New York City 

i HOME sU PP LY COMPANY, 

New York City 


Dept. 697 31 Duane Street, 

Please! send me fall information ab: pat your FREE REWARD 
Ip nd how I can get the beautiful wrist watch you offer 
1 This costs me nothing. 

NAME 
ADDRESS 
crry STATE 


Can You Answer This ' 
Question and be Fair 
to Yourself? 


you as as you 
could be—if you had some 
other occupation? 

Many a man fights 
for success—and fails 
wrong row to hoe 

Don't make this mistake! If you have been 
making it—quit! Find out NOW what you can 
do best and tackle that—before it is too late. 

Our expert vocational counselors, employing latest 
scientific method which eliminates all guess work, 
will show you what occupation you are best fitted for, 
and guide you step by step until you succeed. 


Write for free information Today 
BUREAU OF VOCATIONAL RESEARCH 
Dept. 210 530 Broadway New York City, 
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Maria’s Story 


[Continued from page 94] 


| “Adio,” he 
| 


called I'll be up soon and 

see how you are getting along. Good 
luck !” 

What a pleasant meeting it had been. 


How nice to laugh once more 

When I got back to my neighbor’s, her 
joy was pathetic over my good fortune. 
|} “And he invited you to the restaurant 
and you drank Chianti!” she exclaimed. 
“Oh, Mrs. Guidi. You should be marrying 
lagain. Don't be foolish like I have been, 
| slaving away like a drudge when you could 
|get a good man to pay the rent.’ 

The next day I bade my good friend 
| good-by, called a cab and with my trunk 
on the driver’s box and Silvio’s violin in 
|}my lap started uptown. 


the violin and | thought of -the 
}journey to Genoa, when we were going 
|there to take the ship to America where 
my Silvio was to make his fortune. 

A trim maid ushered me into the tid) 
| little house in Tenth Street. I waited in 
jthe tront parlor. It was a pretty room 
and as the maid entered with the long 
taper and turned on the gas I saw every 
evidence of refinement and _ culture. 

Would I be satisfactory? 

But when I saw a charming old lady 
with white wavy hair and a soft lace 
mantilla over her shoulder come into the 
room and take my hand in both of hers and 
say in Italian: “Welcome, Maria. _1 know 
we are going to get on famously.” I felt 
that I was in a safe harbor after a perilous 
voyage. 

Chat night before I went to bed I poured 
out my heart in prayers of thankfulness, 
went to sleep and awoke the next morning 
with the sunlight streaming over my bed. 

The days passed pleasantly and quickly 
with dear Mrs. Bonchi—with our mornings 
of sewing and housekeeping, lunch, then 
her nap and a walk later on down to 
Washington Square. 

One Sunday after dinner, after the nap, 
just as we were starting for our walk, 
a card was brought in. Mrs. Bonchi took 
it and read with very evident pleasure: 

“Mr. John Street.” 

“Oh, say we will be right down,” 


| 
I. M* HANDS caressed the battered case 
of 


Mrs. Bonchi to the waiting maid. 

| “Well, well, I am glad to see you,” 
exclaimed Mrs. Bonchi as she entered the 
parlor. “And I want to thank you for find 


ing Maria for me. Already I am at a loss 
to know how I ever managed without her 
before.” 


How lovely of Mrs. Bonchi ¢c say that, 
I thought. 
“How do you do, Mrs. Guidi?” asked 


Street bending gallantly over my hand and 
dispelling all sensitiveness of being a hire- 
| ling. 

“I'm very happy,” was all I could for- 
mulate in words, but he smiled one of those 
sympathetic smiles of his which nade me 
know that he understood ai: . wanted to 
say. 

“Come for a walk with us and then come 
back for tea, Mr. Street,” said Mrs. Bonchi 
courteously. 

“With pleasure,” the lawyer replied. 

\s we walked down Fifth Avenue I was 
struck by the kindness and consideration 
which this young man showed toward his 
elderly client, and I could see clearly that 
| there was between them a tender affection 

Tea that night was very charming. I 
was surprised when Street sat down at the 


piano and played for Mrs. Bonchi, and 
plaved well. 
“Come in soon again, Mr. Street,” called 


| Mrs. Bonchi as I took Street to the door. 
'“We're always glad to see you.” 


| | : — | 
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One evening while we were alone, T told 
Mrs. Bonchi about the baby. She put her 
arm around me and said: 

“I know, Maria. I once had a baby but 
he died. I never had another.” 

From that day we were closer than ever. 

Street was a regular caller every Sunday 
now. We were always a happy group— 
\Irs. Bonchi, Street, my little Silvio and 
Maria and myself. 


My children adored Street. He loved 
them. What games he could play with 
them and how gay he was! 

Then one night Mrs. Bonchi said, 
proudly : 

“Here are some tickets for the Italian 


tall, Maria; ask Mr. Street to come to 
dinner and take you.” 

“Oh, Mrs. Bonchi, I haven’t danced since 
I was a girl and I have no dress to wear. 

“Haven't danced since you were a girl. 
lhat’s all you are now, child. And as for 

1 dress, go out and buy a pretty one and 
let me give it to you for a present. I’m 
a selfish old woman to keep you at home 
all the time when you ought to be out danc- 
ing and having a good time. 

We went to the ball—John Street and 
And we danced until four o'clock in the 
morning and [I came home giggling like a 
girl, with my feet blistered so that the 
minute I shut the door on him I tore off 
my slippers and sat on the chair in the hall 
trying to rub some of the swelling down. 

What a gorgeous night! I was back in 
Italy dancing in the village. The music, 
the lights, the pretty girls and handsome 
young men. 

I wasn’t a widow with three children. I 
was a young girl out with her beau. 

For by this time I was really thinking of 
Street as a beau. How could I help it 
when that darling Mrs. Bonchi was doing 
all in her power to make me think so and 
kept telling me he was a fine young fellow 
and that I should not be wasting my life 
taking care of an old lady. And hearing 
such things would make me blush as red as 
the roses I used to make. 

Then it happened. 

John had invited me to the opera. 
He called for me in a cab and we drove 
in state to the Thalia Theatre on the 
Bowery. 

When I first took my seat and heard the 
orchestra tuning up, a sick feeling came 
over me. I thought of Silvio playi ing 
there. At first I felt like running out of 
the theatre and away from those violins. 
But then John looked at me and it was all 
right. 

The opera was “Aida.” How beautiful 
it was. I was thrilled with the music. As 
each act progressed I felt the charm of the 
music more and more. 


HEN in the last act the lovers were 

singing their death duet and I knew 
they were to be separated, my shoulder 
unconsciously leaned on John’s and with- 
out being conscious of it our hands reached 
for each other's. 

The curtain fell. 
hands. 

As I stepped into the cab I heard John 
say to the driver: 

“Delmonico’s.” 

I knew he could not afford this. I knew 
that he was having a struggle to get a 
practice—but nevertheless I was glad we 
were going. 

We said nothing in 
held my hand firmly in his. 
the music was still on us. 

When we sat down at the table in 
Delmonico’s after our supper was ordered, 
Tohn reached across the table and looked 
into my eyes very quietly and said: 

“Maria, I have something to ask you.” 

I lowered my eyes. I knew what it 


We were still holding 


the cab. But he 
The spell of 


was. 
“Maria, I love you. Will you marry me?” 


answer at once, nor could | 
many conflicting 
through my head. | 


T could not 
I look at John—too 
thoughts were running 
What a_ temptation! 

I was very happy with dear Mrs. Bonchi 


—but she was old. I would not always 
have that home. I wanted peace and a 
feeling of security. And besides, I was in| 

| 


John Street. 

[ loved him—not like I loved Silvio. | 
That. ‘could never happen again. But 
loved him and wanted to be his wife—to| 
be his wife and have him love me and take 
care of me. 

I almost lost control and said saa 
involuntarily. But then the two dear little 
faces of my children flashed into my mind. 
I saw them in the Home, running to me 
on the happy days when | went to see them 
—how they almost toppled me over as I 
reached down to clasp them to my breast. 


N this moment came little Silvio’s words 

that day on the horse-car : 

Ve'll live in a house all together.” | 

I checked the “yes.” I had to go on 
working and saving so that as soon as it} 
was possible I could have my children with | 
me. I could not stand the separation much | 
longer. Being separated from those two | 
dear ones made me more conscious of the 
gnawing pain in my heart for my baby 
who had been taken away from me. 

How strange it is how many things can 
race through one’s mind in a few seconds. 
It was not long before | raised my eyes 
to John’s and chokingly said: 

“I’m sorry—I’m sorry. I can’t.” 

I swallowed hard to keep back the tears 
and felt sure that everybody in the 
restaurant had their eyes on me. 

‘Why, Maria?” asked John nervously. 
“Don't you—don’t you love me?” 

I eay squarely at him and replied : 

a es, Giovanni, I love you. 

“Then, why can’t you marry me? What's 
to keep you, Maria mia? You know I love 
you and have loved you ever since that day 
when you came to my office. I didn’t think 
of it as love then. But as I look back now, 
| loved you from the first. That is what 
made me go to the hospital to see you. I 
have only been waiting until I thought it 
would not offend you to have me propose 
to you. Otherwise I would have asked you 
the second time you came to my office. 

I could hardly speak. I could hardly 
think. Oh, to live with this splendid man 
who loved me and whom I loved, and we 
were always so happy together! We 
always laughed. And to me to laugh 
seemed heaven. There had been such a 
long time when I didn’t know how. 

“Tell me the reason,” pleaded John, 
reaching for my hand across the table and 
holding my gaze with his beautiful dark 
eyes. 

“The children,” I answered. 

“What about the children?” asked John 
“You know I love your children as I love 
you. Because they are you.” 

“T know that,” I said. 

“IT promise you | would be good to 
them,” pledged John. 

“T know that,” I answered. 

“Well then, my dear Maria, what is there 
to keep you from marrying me? Why do 
the children prevent us from being what we 
should be to each other—man and wife?” 

“T couldn't stand being separated from 
them,” I murmured. 

Sut why should you be separated from 
them, Maria?” asked John, showing 
evident bewilderment. 

“Because I am planning and longing for 
the day when we can all live in a house 
together, I answered, unconsciously using 
my little Silvio’s words. 

“But where else would they 
our home, Maria?” 


[To be concluded} 
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Doctors’ Wives 
[Continued from page 63] 


For a few feet I hurried, only to slacken 
| my pace as I felt weakness overtake me. | 


did not know whether [| was walking in 
the right direction. How could | tell 
where the station lay? 

I had not passed a house yet. Several 
cars rolled by, but when I tried to stop 
them to inquire, they paid no heed. I was 
stiff with cold by the time I| did reach 
a habitation, just a small shack set so 


close to the edge of the road that it looked 
as if a passing vehicle could snip it off. 
But there was a light in a window, so | 
knocked. 

“Now who might that be?” said a fret- 
ful, woman’s voice inside. “A body ought 
to be home on a night like this, and not 
out Visiting.’ 

I ought 
were! 

Then I could hear the scraping of chairs, 
and a timid litthke man came to the door. 

asked about the railroad. He pointed in 
the direction from which | had just come. 

“Three miles up that way,” he said, “and 

1 bit of a way to the left. It’s a pretty 
cial step in a night like this, Miss.” 

The news was disheartening. “And the 
trains ? 

“Reckon 
about eleven, 
after that.” 

I thanked him. 
closed in my face. 
woman returned to their 
their comfort. 


to be home. If only I 


Along 


bit 


tonight. 
or maybe a 


there’s one 
or twelve, 


Bang! The door was 
Inside the man and the 
fre, their lamp, 


Over three miles! And his vagueness 
about the trains maddened me. It made a 
great difference to me whether the train 


left at eleven, or at two in the morning. 


I started trudging back. My dress was 
clammy with rain. 
I would have to pass that ghastly 


Presently from the dis- 
tance | saw its taunting light. The com- 
fortable reception hall looked attractive 
from the road. Many rooms were aglow. 
Then there were others there, too, and 
inside Ralph Chase was no doubt eating a 
hearty meal. 

I shunned the place as one would a pest- 
house, keeping as far to the other side of 
the road as possible. For a little distance 
the lights streamed out across my path. 
Then a bend in the road hid them, and only 
darkness and desolation lay ahead. 

I hated Ralph Chase. After learning 
| about the anonymous note, I should have 

known better than to have anything to do 
| with him. 


roadhouse again. 


| In his own way, my husband had 
| warned me, too, but resentment against 
him flared anew. I felt that he should 


have seen what was going on. He should 
have watched over me. He was a man 
of the world. The guilt was not wholly 
mine. His neglect had brought me to this. 

But what was it Ralph had said just 
before I went out into the night? 

“Your husband won't believe your story 
anyway——” 


UT even as I wondered, something 
inside me clung to the suspicion that 
perhaps Ralph was right. Suppose he did 


not believe that I had been true to him. He 
was a man, too, like Ralph. Probably all 
men would jump to the same conclusion. 


What if the whole world did? 

The more I thought of it, the more I 
persuaded myself that he would not have 
faith in me. I remembered my father’s 
attitude when he had thought that I was 
having an affair. Men were the same the 
world over. My husband would probably 
put me out, as lather had done. 

Ralph Chase would have his satisfaction. 


He would see the doors of my own home 


fen 
| 
comP> 
(, } 
SS 
Say 
2 
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closed against me. I had blundered, but 
somehow one always finds a spark of hope. 
(hat spark lay in the expectation of getting 
back to Buffalo before morning. 

Then I felt sure I could convince my 
husband. 

I was a born city girl. Horrible shapes 
came out of the dark to terrorize me. 
Weird noises followed me. But I kept 
resolutely on, step by step, yard by yard. 

When at last I saw the station ahead, I 
could no longer control my tears. They 
scorched my frozen face and stung my 
eyes. The station meant relief. 

To my dismay, the place was dark and 
locked. Did that mean there would be no 
more trains that night? I was frantic. 
Ihis crying spell had made me weaker. I 
found a rude bench out at the back and 
dropped into it, foot-sore and fatigued. 

| do not remember the name of the place, 
nor was I interested in finding it out. 
Neither do I know how long I sat there 
in the steady, sharp rain. 

Hours after, so it seemed and so it was, 
| beheld a man approaching with a lantern. 
| began to grow very nervous, but soon 
| heard keys rattling. The station master! 

He unlocked the door. Presently through 
the open door I saw him touch a match 
to a few pieces of wood in the rusty stove. 
So I went in. 

Though he shot me a suspicious look, I 
did not care. I asked if there was a train 
that night. He grunted something which 
| understood to mean that there was. 

“What time does it leave?” I asked 

“Oh, about midnight,” he returned, in 
very unfriendly fashion. 

About midnight ? I was provoked. 
Didn’t anybody know just when the trains 
left? And when did it arrive in Buffalo? 

He consulted a schedule on the wall. 
“Six o'clock in the morning. There's 
a half hour to wait now, if it ain’t late.” 

“Is it?” 

“Well, I don’t know.’ 

Was it just that I was impatient, or that 
everybody was in league against me to 
give me no definite information? The fare 
to Buffalo was over five dollars, and luckily 
| had a ten-dollar bill. 

Several men with water dripping from 
their coats stamped into the station before 
the train came in. They regarded me 
curiously, as I crouched over the fire, but 
no one spoke to me, even when we all got 
on the train together. 

It was a ghastly ride. I shall never 
forget it. I paid the price of that ride in 
more ways than one. Every detail of it was 
a knife wound in my heart, and the mem- 
ories of it are the scars. 


HE train was a milk-train that stopped 

at every tiny station on the way, almost 
like a trolley. Only one car was devoted to 
passenger service. This was badly heated. 
Everyone wore damp clothing and the odor 
sickened me. 

I had not eaten since breakfast that 
morning. Several times I felt faint. I was 
too nervous to relax, as I did not know 
what I would do when I got to the city. 

I knew that I would not go back to my 
husband. I was afraid of his anger and 
scorn. I had friends, but it is one thing 
to have them in time of plenty, and another 
to go to them in time of shame. 

The city was all busy by the time we 
drew in at the station, half an hour late. 
Gradually, it had been coming to me that 
I might go back to my father. I could 
try, at least. Perhaps some spark of 
paternal love smoldered in his heart. 

Scarcely knowing what I was doing, I 
found myself moving along the elm-shaded 
street, turning into our yard, looking 
through a window from a screen of ever- 
green beside the house, and then knocking 
at the familiar door. Through a mist, I 


saw somebody open the door to me. It was 


my father! Was it my father? He 
seemed different. I became dimly conscious 
of his face twisting in astonishment. Then 
blackness swallowed me. 


* * * * * 


I opened my eyes to the surroundings 
I knew so well, the maple dresser, the 
picture of my mother hanging over it in 
a gilt frame. I lay in my old brass bed. 
I lay again in the room in which I had 
woven so many girlish dreams, and cher- 
ished so many rebellious thoughts. 

Father was bending over me. Again I 
had that feeling. He was my father, yet 
not my father. I wondered if he could be 
my husband. No, it was Father, and— 
looked different, older and worried, and— 
why, his eyes almost seemed tender 

1 could not understand this at all. Just 
a moment before, I was chilled to the heart. 
Now fires were consuming me. I was 
burning to death. I threw off the covers. 
Father turned them down again. I re- 
peated my gesture. 

“Keep covered,” said Father, softly 
“Don’t talk. Do you want me to send for 
your husband ? 

But I wanted to talk. I had to talk. 

“No—no!” I murmured. “If only you 
had been my friend, Father! If only you 
had been there! You could have warned 
me. You could have saved me, and advised 
me.” 


I KEPT rambling on and on. He stopped 
me. 

“I was waiting for you to come here 
with him. Waiting for you to make the 
first advance.” 

Although my body was burning, my mind 
was extraordinary clear. I knew what 
Father meant. 

“I was afraid,” I whispered. Words 
came to me with difficulty. What was this 
flame that was consuming me? 

“And I was too proud. My damnable 
pride. Your mother knew how to soften 
it. If she had only lived!” 

It is queer that at times like this, for I 
was on the threshhold of delirium, one can 
see situations more sharply defined than 
when one is in a normal state. For the 
first time in my life, I caught a glimpse 
of my father as he really was. 

This was a great concession for my 
father to have admitted that his pride was 
damnable. In his own inarticulate fashion 
he was asking me to forgive him. I had 
not been a very sympathetic daughter to 
him, either. Yet, he was asking me to 
forgive him. 

I saw him, in a flash, not as a violent- 
tempered, mean monster of some sort, but 
as a disappointed man, one thwarted and 
made bitter by his wife’s early death; a 
man overstern because he feared that his 
child might come to some harm without a 
mother’s love. 

In that moment, across an abyss of a 
lifetime, we reached out toward each other, 
a father and a daughter who had been 
strangers before. But this time, we did not 
pass in the dark. Father’s hand was cool 
and soothing on mine. 

I seemed to be lying on knives. One was 
cutting into my right side. No—not knives. 
Sharp stones. A dozen were cutting into 
my right side. 

Yet I listened to Father, straining every 
effort to catch his words. I was afraid he 
would send me from home again. 

“You'll keep me here,” I managed to 
gasp, “in spite of what I did?” I forgot 
that he knew nothing of my life, or my 
recent error. 

“Don’t imagine I put you from. my 
thoughts, daughter. I inquired about your 
husband. I looked into his record. And I 
was glad that you had married a man 
among men; a dreamer as well as a doer; 
a healer of humanity's ills. Everywhere 
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I hear his praises. Everywhere I see signs 
of his miracles. He is a man with a heart.” 

That is the last | remember for many 
a day. They told me afterward that I had 
|had pneumonia, due to exposure on that 
terrible night when I ran away. 

Father seemed to be around me all the 
time, but frequently, as I looked at him, 
lhe changed into my husband right before 
my eyes. Then I would be seized with 
terror and shrink away. 

Later | heard how I kept crying out 
constantly that there was a burden on my 
conscience; that I wanted to throw off that 
burden, only they would not let me confess. 
And then, the nurse said, | would always 
beg my husband not to punish me by 
thrusting knives into my right side. 

That was the pneumonia pain, the con- 
gestion on the right lung pressing into me 
with every breath I drew. They had ex- 
pected the crisis on the fifth night, but it 
did not come until the eleventh. 

[ can only imagine what tragic hours of 
waiting those watchers at my bedside must 
have known. On the morning of the 
twelfth day, I opened my eyes, no longer 
fever dimmed. A white, cool, rather hard- 
faced amazon was standing at the foot of 
the bed. When she caught my eyes, how- 
ever, her professional mask slipped. She 
smiled at me, and hurried from the room. 


HE looked familiar. Everything was 

familiar, but I was too weary to think. 
In a second she came back with Father, and 
it was Father this time—nobody else. He 
just stroked my hand once. Then as he 
turned away, I saw him get out his hand- 
kerchief, walking to the door with it 
pressed to his eyes. 

He did not close the door. As he left, 
my husband came in. Some dim memories 
stirred within me. Yet, it was so much 
easier to lie still and watch, that I did not 
try to capture them. 

While he stood there gazing down at me, 
a smile of such tender radiance passed 


over his face that something inside me 


snapped. I felt tears flooding my eyes. | 
wanted to talk, as I had never wanted tc 
before. 


But my husband put his finger on his 
lips, blew me a kiss, and went out. 


* * * * * 


If I had doubted his love and faith, his 
lutter devotion to me during that early 
| period of consciousness banished my fears. 
Still, I wanted to hear him say that he 
loved me. And I yearned to tell him that 
I loved him too, not frivolously, vainly, as 
| had before, but with that deep, abiding 
emotion to which he was entitled. 

I marveled, lying there, that a man of 
his type should have fallen in love with 
a selfish little fool like me. Given the 
chance, though, I would prove myself. 

On the fourth day, coming for his 
morning visit, he drew up a chair and sat 
down 

“I'm going to talk to you, Hester,” he 
said, “but I forbid you to answer me, or to 
try to explain. Not today at any rate. Do 
you promise? If not, I’m going out again.” 

I nodded eagerly. I did not want him 
to go so soon unless he had to, for I knew 
that he had already given more time to his 
errant wife than he could afford. 

“IT don’t know what it was that brought 
you to this deplorable condition,” he began. 
“No—not a word. I don’t care, either. 
Except that, if it was a situation I might 
have prevented, I shall never forgive 
myself.” 

He -was holding my hand, pressing it 
gently. I feared that if I tried to disobey 
him, he would drop it, and leave. He was 
stern when it came to neglect of his orders. 

“Where you were during that stormy 
night is your concern, not mine, Hester. 
You need never tell unless you feel that 
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there is a good reason for me to know. 


| speak of this only because, in delirium, 
you cried out constantly that you had a 
great sin to confess. And if you still feel 
that way— is 

I did of course. I tried to convey to 
him without speaking. Waves of shame 
swept through me at the thought of his 
generosity. | could not meet his eyes. 

‘Then you must not,” he assured me, 
understanding my silent message. “You 
have only two things to do as you lie here. 
You must help yourself to recuperate. | 
thank God we have been able to bring you 
out of real danger. Now you must exert 
your will power to regain the perfect 
health you enjoyed before. Your second 
obligation is just to remember—that I love 
you—always.” 

He bent forward, kissed me hurriedly, 
and left me. It was the kiss of recon 
ciliation, and the instant he was gone | 
began to cry. I should not have done so, 
but he made me feel so insignificant, so 
unworthy, that I had to bury my face in 
the covers and give ‘way. 

This, however, did not interfere with my 
determination to tell him. Now, more than 
ever, the necessity was a grave one. Would 
he feel the same after he knew that I had 
been on the threshold of infidelity? Would 
he ever be able to look at me without re- 
calling that another man held me in his 
arms? 

When I should have been centering my 
attention on my own convalescence, I let 
this new doubt torture me. As soon as | 
was strong enough to sit up I begged him 
to let me tell him. At first he refused 
flatly, but after observing that the situation 
really preyed on my mind, he listened. 

did not spare him any details. | 
wanted him to see me in my blackest colors. 
Then nervously, eagerly, with my heart 
pounding like doom, I waited for his 
answer. 


T CAME silently at first, with his arms 

crushed tightly about me 

“Mine was the error,” he said. “I could 
have spared you all this agony of physical 
and mental suffering. I should have warned 
you against that man.” 

“You did. I was blind.” 

“But I was a fool. I did not believe 
he would dare annoy my wife.’ 

“Your wife encouraged him.” 

“I can’t believe that,” he insisted. “I 
am to blame, dear child. Can you forgive 
me? I considered you so much a part of 
my own personality, that I did not believe 
I was asking too much when I expected 
you to sacrifice the pleasures of life for 
my work. That was a mistake. A man 
has no right to expect his wife to con- 
secrate her life to his profession.’ 

“But he has, he has!” I cried again and 
again. “I don’t want to be your playmate. 
I want to be your helpmate.” 

“You will be, you will be,” he soothed, 
for | was growing hysterical, not yet having 
attained my full strength. “But always, 
whatever happens, you are my wife.’ 

Oh, I didn’t deserve the joy that came, 
but I let it fill my soul; I fet it penetrate 
every pore in my body, until it exalted me 
beyond any happiness I had ever known. 

And when I learned to walk again, after 
two months, we went away for a short 
vacation. I did not want him to do it. 
I would have been content to re-enter my 
home and be near him. I realized now 
what it meant for him to give up two 
weeks. However, he would hear of nothing 
else but that we have our long deferred 
honeymoon. 

I am proud of being a doctor’s wife. I 
have a definite place in his office now, and 
of that too I am proud. I am his partner, 
his “buddy” he calls me, however insig- 
nificant my services are. 
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whisper to my mother, “The next time it 
will be Joyce.” I heard my mother groan 
as she answered, “God spare us that— 
you must tell Herbert that, but please 
don’t tell her.” 

Herbert, now single handed, battled with 
the debts incurred by my sickness until 
one warm, sunny day he came home trium- 
phantly waving above his head the receipt 
of our last debt. “From now on, little 
girl, you won't have to save, like a little 
heathen.” 

We saved all right, but not the banking 
way. Herbert enrolled for a correspon- 
dence course, and I became his instructor. 
Instead of his reading the questions over 
and over, I asked them, and together we 
threshed out many problems. 

His ambition in life had always been to 
become an electrical engineer. He made 
rapid progress in his night studies, and by 
my assistance the course did not tire as 
it would have had he worked at it alone and 
silently. 

He rented a portable typewriter to 
answer the many questions, so I typed 
what he told me to instead of his picking 
out the letters. Thus he was able to 
reserve a lot of energy in his night study, 
and I was gaining a lot of practice on the 
keys, One day, while re-typing one of 
his lessons, an idea struck me, which, if 
followed, might provide funds toward 
financing Herbert’s goal of becoming an 
engineer. 


HROUGH all these hardships, trials, 

and bits of happiness, Herbert had been 
lavishing an unfailing love upon me, and I 
gave him one no less. That love alone served 
as an inspiration for the first articles I 
wrote for a news review. I typed them 
when my husband was away at work, 
thinking to surprise him. The first one 
| sent out came back rather promptly, but 
the editor was very kind and took the time 
to tell me its faults, and how to rewrite. 
| did so, and after waiting two weeks, 
delightful check came sailing back to me. 
Then it was that I told Herbert what I 
had done and of my future plans. Herbert 
seemed even happier than I over my good 
fortune. 

He insisted that I use the check for 
my own use, but I would not hear of it. 
| banked it for the day he would finish 
his course. 

My health had been gradually improving, 
and when Herbert was told he was to 
have a vacation, we were both overjoyed. 
We planned to spend the time visiting 
Herbert's brother, in a distant city. That 
was one of the finest plans we ever made, 
for when we returned home we knew 
Herbert had a job awaiting him as soon 
as his course was finished. 

kept my writing up and every once 
in a while I landed a good-sized check, 
besides numerous small ones. Herbert 
received a raise, which came in very 
handy. 

One day, Herbert wired the firm in the 
distant city that he had passed the final 
examinations and was ready to go to 
work. A wire came flying back to the 
effect that he should come as soon as he 
could sever his present connections, and so 
it was, a little over two months afterward, 
we found ourselves established in the city 
with Herbert holding a position which was 
the envy of many. By our working to- 
gether on his night course, he had quite a 
bit of reserve strength which he threw 
heartily into the work. 

I made a few friends, but not too many. 


HAD tried so long to get into 
the movies. My Dramatic 
Course had been completed 
and I was ready to pursue my am- 
bitions. But each director had 
turned me away because of the 
shape of my nose. Each told 
me I had beautiful eyes, mouth 
and hair and would photograph 
well—but my nose was a “‘pug 
nose—and they were seeking 
beauty. Agai 1 and again | met 
the same fate. I began to ana- 
lyze myself. I had personality 
and charm. I had friends. | 
was fairly well educated, and | 
had spent ten months studying 
Dramatic Art. In amateur 
theatricals my work was com- 
mended, and I just knew that 
I could succeed in motion pic- 
tures if only given an oppor- 
tunity. I began to wonder why 
I could not secure employment 
as hundreds of other girls were 
doing. 
INALLY, late one afternoon, after another 
“disappointment,” I stopped to watch a 
studio photogrerne who was taking some 
still pictures of Miss B——., a well-known star 
Extreme care was taken in arranging the de- 
sired poses. “Look up and over there,’ said the 
photographer, pointing to an object at my right 
a profile ‘Oh, yes, yes,” said Miss 
B-——, instantly following the suggestion by 
assuming a pose in which she locked more charm- 
ing than ever. I watched, I wondered, the 
camera clicked. As Miss B walked away | 
carefully studied her features, her lips, her eyes, 
her nose “She has the most beautiful nose 
I have ever seen,” I said half audibly. “Yes 
but I remember,”’ said Miss B ‘s maid, who 
was standing near me, “when she had a ‘pug’ 
nose and she was only an extra girl, but look at 
her now. How beautiful she is. 


1 a flash my hopes soared. I pressed my new- 

made acquaintance for further comment 

Gradually the story was unfolded to me 
Miss B—— had had her nose reshaped—yes, 
actually corrected—actually made over, and 
how wonderful, how beautiful it was now. This 
change perhaps had been the turning point in 
her career! It must also be the way of my suc- 
cess! “How did she accomplish it?” I asked 
feverishly of my friend. I was informed that 
M. Trilety, a face specialist of Binghamton, 
New York, had accomplished this for Miss 
B—— in the privacy of her home! 


THANKED my informant and turned back 
to my home, determined that the means of 
overcoming the obstacle that had hindered 


my progress was now open for me. I was bub- 
bling over with hope and joy. I lost no time in 
writing M. Trilety for information. I received 


full particulars treatment was so simple, 
the cost so reasonable, that | decided to pur- 
chase it at once. I did. I could hardly wait to 
begin treatment. At last it arrived ‘o make 
my story short—in five weeks my nose was 
corrected and I easily secured a regular position 
with a producing company. I am now climbing 
fast—and I am happy. 
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ing the various nasal deformities such as: lung 
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urging me on and on to a better job, and 
when she needed a bottle of medicine so 
she lied to me saying she was getting 


Neither did Herbert. We pledged each 
lother that when the time came for us to 
lego into the city, we would not permit a_ badly, 
gay port whirl to permeate our glorious better so rapidly that she didn’t need it, 
——— We stuck to it, entertaining so I would take that dollar to pay my 

s little as possible and leaving an impres- payment on the night course I was taking. 
friends that we were both Brave little girl, even working up to the 
with his work at the time little Sheila came to us! The best 
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I, for had he not had that perseverance in 
him, he would still be on the lower rung 
of the ladder of achievement. He is nearly 
to the top, and I will do all in my power 


to spend one of those evenings so dear to 


$ 
NOW ONLY | ours hearts—Herbert and I together 


sitting before our cozy hearth fire, talking 


& inch polished Birdseye ~ 96 over our pet hobbies and reading in our 
| Nemory Book, which we have carefully to help him reach that rung and _ stay 
sional Model in every — |kept since the beginning. In that book is there. Success did not blind him and make : 
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F me E E from the dividing of the few dollars which home is ours, but not a lavish one. There 
*n he came home are greater things in life than material 


Herbert first earned when 
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— 60. oe a from France. There are pressed roses luxuries. 
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Tust yesterday I whispered a bit of 
news to Herbert and for a moment he 
looked grave, thinking of what my mother 
family 


the first show we felt we could afford after 
I began writing. 


the NDI »pular hits 
7’ SE DNO MONEY OMETIMES we forget our Memory once told him. However, our 
oa apron andy 55.58 Book, and talk of “what might have physician assured him that by perfect liv- 
. Method | heen.” Had I married the other fellow, ing and out-of-door air, I was in the fit 


and prime of condition and we need not 
feel alarmed for a moment. 

What could make us happier? Have 
we been too happy? My answer is- 
No! Life is short at the most, and it 


had we waited until Herbert had achieved 
his ambition in the electrical game, or had 
been single, would he have struggled 
| through those long nights of close study? 
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Those are all questions in my mind, but 
Herbert, at the end of twenty years, places 
a firm hand over my lips when I say he 
might have accomplished even more had 
he been single, or had married a girl of 
wealth. 

How my heart throbs with happiness 
when I happen to overhear Herbert telling 
someone of his fellowmen at the office, 
“IT owe it all to Joyce! I came home with- 
out a nickel, and together we tugged at 
it with all our might and main, Joyce 


is cheaper to be happy the short time. I 
told an aspiring author this very morning: 

“Editors want conflict and struggle in 
their fiction. Life and love is ee and 
conflict—whatever you make Write of 
life and love and the real kind born of 
happy souls.” 

She looked at me in wonder, and then 
remembered. She was unmarried, and 
knew not the joy of a companionship such 
as ours. 


Shall I 


‘anyone could have been talking about 


our 

“Don’t get excited, Dot,” I begged, al- 
most unnerved at the unexpected result of 
my innocent question. “I haven't heard 
anything Nobody’s been saying anything. 
It’s just a little problem of my own. 

“It’s nothing of the kind. You're lying 
to me, Betty. Tell me who’s been talking. 
Tell me, I say, what you heard—” 

The grasp on my arms hurt. 
tonishment which she saw in my eyes 
fied her. 


The as- 


paci- 


| “Don't mind me, Betty. I'm nervous 
lately,” she finished, with a tremulous little 
sigh. “Your question was so funny, 


though, that it quite upset me. Why in the 
worl: 1 did you ask me such a foolish thing ?” 
“It may seen foolish to you,” I explained, 
“but it's a mighty serious matter to me. 
|I’m just about sick and tired of having 
some little flapper vamp my fellows away 
from me just as soon as we re beginning to 
get well acquainted. Here I am, twenty- 
two years old. Every day that goes by 
brings me nearer to being an old maid. I 
don’t want to be one. I just won't be an 
maid, that’s all.” 
| She smiled sympathetically 
| burst. 

“T don’t blame you for that,” she agreed, 
“but I don’t think there’s much danger of 
that. How about that fellow you brought 
over here the other night? He seemed to 
be a nice chap, and anyone could see that 
he thinks a lot of you. You ought to be 
able to hold on to him.” 

“I'll tell you the truth, Dot,” I admitted 
frankly: “I’m just about crazy over Bob 
Harris. He's a wonderful fellow, too. But 
‘he’s young and likes a good time, and I 
102 


at my out- 


“Pet” P 


[Continued from page 33] 


know I can't keep him when there are so 
many other girls who are willing to sacri- 
fice everything to give him a much better 
time than I can. You know how Grandma 
brought me up, Dot: to believe that a nice 
girl should be very strict with a fellow. 
Sometimes I think she doesn’t believe in it, 
herself. I’ve always followed it, though, 
and it hasn’t brought me anywhere. Now, 
what am I going to do? Lose my self-re- 
spect, or lose love and Bob Harris? And 
it I do try to please Bob, how can | be sure 
that he won't tire of me and throw me 
aside? I’m at my wit’s end.” 


B‘ why the deuce did you ask me about 
Jim and myself?” my sister asked. 
“What has that got to do with your case?” 

“I just want to know what other people 
have done in a case like mine,” I explained. 
“It will give me courage and help me to de- 
cide what is best. But I can’t bear the 
thought of losing Bob. Honestly, he’s my 
last hope. Answer my question, will you?” 

“Do you think I’m crazy—I mean, don't 
be silly,” she returned with a blush. “You 
always were a queer sort, Betty, and now 
you seem worse than ever. I’m not going 
to go into any family history, but I can tell 
you one sure thing. No woman ever got a 
husband by tacking a “hands-off” sign on 
herself. You have to attract a man and 
keep him attracted. All the while you have 
to contend with competition. The more 
desirable the man the stronger the com- 
petition. It’s purely a personal question 
with every girl—this matter of conceding 
favors to her men friends. Some girls 
can go a long ways and gain by it, while 
others get into all sorts of trouble even 
when they're very particular. 


Mp 
Uf 

5 

{ 

| | 

mi. o 

SA he 

5 Sef 

~ 4 

L 

BROADWAY, NEW YORK 

TIRES 

ne FOR 

\ 

j } AWN 

FREE 

fess than the usual cost of one, anc 
x3 6.9% $ 7.95 $13.25 

80x38 7.5 10.95 82x47 36 29.95 

80x 3% 8.25 13.45 83x46 1845 30.45 


e so 
icri- 
tter 
dma 
nice 
low. 
n it, 
ugh, 
low, 
-re- 
And 
sure 

me 


bout 
ked. 
se?” 
ined. 
» de- 

the 
my 
ou?” 
lon't 
‘You 
now 
oing 
1 tell 
rota 
n on 
and 
have 
more 
com- 
stion 
ding 
girls 
while 
even 


“The trouble with you is that you've had | 
too many of these old saws about self-re- 
spect and all that sort of thing drilled into 
you Acting along such lines is supposed 


to produce a fairy prince, automatically. It | 


would, perhaps, if people weren't human. 
lhere’s the flaw. You can become a beauti 
ful self-respecting old maid very easily that 
way, though. I can't take the responsi- 
bility of advising you. A whole lot de- 
pends on the man. It seems to me that if 

loved a man and wanted to keep him I'd | 
move heaven and earth to do it. But for | 
heaven's sake, don’t go and disgrace your- | 
self and then say I told you to do this or 
that. Remember that I haven't told you} 
anything.” 

Such was the valuable assistance which 
my married sister gave me. Dorothy had 
always had the reputation of being a ‘devil’, 
herself, and I had thought that she would 
help me. Of course I was disappointed. | 
arrived home in time to catch Irma, my 
lively “kid” sister, in the act of pulling on 
a pair of my best silk stockings. 

‘Aren't those my stockings?” I asked, in| 
as terrible a voice as I could muster. 

“They certainly are,” was her brazen ad- | 
mission, “but I knew you wouldn't mind my | 
borrowing them. It seems so good to have 
you and Grandma here with the rest of us 
now, Betty dear.” 


OF COURSE it does when you can wear 
my clothes,” I said. “Say, isn’t that 
my best pink silk combination you have on?” 

“Why, yes, | guess it is, now that you 
mention it,” my saucy-eyed little sister 
confessed, “but you’re so good-natured I 
knew you wouldn't mind. I've got a 
heavy date on tonight with an ‘oh, baby 
sugar-papa,’ and I want to do the sheba 
stuff right. Get me?” 

“Yes, I get you all right,” I said, sinking 
wearily into a chair and shivering with 
apprehension as she pulled my expensive 
stockings roughly over her plump legs. 

“Irma,” I began after a short silence, 
“how in the world do you manage to keep 
all these boys so crazy over you? You 
have two or three around every night to 
take you out, and they seem to think that 
the rest of us here have nothing to do but 
answer the *phone and call you. How do 
you do it?” 

Irma favored me with an _ enigmatic 
glance. 

“Wouldn’t you just like to know,” was 
her arch reply. “What's the idea? 
Jealous: 

“No. Only curious.” 

“You want to know my secrets of love, 
huh?” reflected this astonishing little sister 
of mine, patting her short hair approvingly 
and pirouetting about the room in airy 
fashion. “You want to know how I keep 
my men. Well, I'll tell you. It’s a very 
simple thing if you follow my plan. 1 
give them what they want—what they 
think they want, anyhow. Any girl who 
does that can get any man she wants and 
hold on to him, too.” 

For the moment I was gravely concerned 
about my little sister’s welfare. I was on 
the point of moralizing, but remembered 
in time that my circumspect attitude toward 
the other sex had proved itself a failure 
time and time again. I might allow the 
old-fashioned precepts in which I had 
trusted to enter my own life again, but I 
would never again hold them up to others 
as productive of results. 

“You never had much luck with your 
fellows, did you, Betty?” Irma inquired 
suddenly, measuring me with speculative 
eyes that were, to say the least, extremely 
disconcerting. 

“No, I haven't,” I admitted candidly, 
feeling quite the younger sister myself. 
“What's the matter with me, Irma? Tell 
me frankly. I won't be offended. It'll 
help. Just why can’t I keep fellows?” 
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Mrs. Florence M. Caffee, of Wyoming, has the following to say about her 
work for us. “. . . as you know, I have three babies, so that my time is not 
all spare time. But I’m very enthusiastic about my magazine work and 
am sure grateful for the advertisement that called my attention to it, for it 
has earned me several hundred dollars.” 

Thousands of men and women are earning money by pleasant spare time 
work through telephone calls, letters and personal chats. Our instructions 
by mail make it easy for you. If an addition to the monthly income will be 
welcome, let us explain without obligation, our money-making plan. 


MAIL THE MONEY-MAKING COUPON TODAY 


Tear Here 


Dept. SS-T725 
International Magazine Co., Inc., 
119 West 40th Street, New York, N. Y. 


Of course I am interested in a pleasant way to turn my spare time into cash. Please send, without 
obligation to me, the details of your Spare Time Money-Making Plan. 
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Develop Your 
Talents For 
the Stage 


Health, Beauty, Big Money, * 
Fame, Await the Train 
Stage Dancer. 


TED Wayburn—the man 
N who staged the best edi- 
tions of “The Follies,” 
and “Midnight Frolics” at the 


New Amsterdam Theatre, New 
York, and over 500 other Re- 
vues, Musical Comedies and 


Acts—will help you 


Vaudeville 
f a glorious career! 


prepare tor 


Previous Experience NOT Necessary 


No matter who you are—whether you 
have had previous training or don't 
know one step from another—Mr. Way 

burn will give you the benefit of exactly 

the same method he used to develop Evelyn 


Law Ann Penningtor Marilyn Miller 
Eddie Cantor, Oscar Shaw, and hundreds 
f other internationally L. ous stars. The 


also invaluable 


Ned Wayburn Co 


,? for those who want t yo p the glowing 

L health and pe’ rfection of bodily beauty 
bth that everyone much desires, 

EVERY TYPE OF DANCING Is taught at the Ned 


Wayburn Stadios—the largest and only school of its 
kind in the world! Classes or private instruction for 
Adults or Children—Beginners or Advanced Pupils. 
Write today for our new illustrated FREE Booklet. 
It tells all about our course 


Special Normal Course for Teachers in July. 
Wire for Complete Details Today. 


NED WAYBURN 
Studios of Stage Dancing Inc. 


1841 Broadway, Studio WH, NewYork City 
At Columbus C iecle (Entrance on 60th Street) 
Open 9 A.M. to 10 P. M, 

(Except Sat. Eves. and Sundays.) Tel. Columbus 3500 


ANT WORK 


Earn $18 to $60 a week RETOUCH- 
ING photos. Men or women. No selling 
or canvassing. We teach you, guarantee 
employment and furnish WORKING OUT- 
FIT FREE. Limited offer. Write today 


Arteraft Studies, Dept. 35, 3900 Sheridan Rd., Chicago 


IT PAYS TO WRITE 


Short Story Writing—Photoplay Writing—Stage 

Play Writing—Newspaper Work—offers money, 

fame, power. A Literary Career th rough Ex- 

pert Assistance by Distinguished Aut hors =e 

well-known Editors and Newspapermen. 

a Manuscript Sales Department handling 4 

work of new and established writers. 

Plot Chart and 70 page Copyright Book Free. 
THE HARVARD COMPANY 

222-232 Chronicle Bidg., Sen Francisco, Calif. 


Seven brilliant, blue white, perfect 
y cut diamonds are set in platinum 
foks like 2 ct. solitaire worth $600. 
Fully guaranteed to stand any test. 


TWO BLUE SAPPHIRES 


are set in the shanks of this 18 kt 
w solid white gold engraved and 
pierced ring to add beauty and style 


Just send $2.00 deposit to show your faith (or 

postman $2 00 on deliv 7) one we will send this hand- 
some diamond ring. 
small mon of 
price, $69.00. Former price, $100.00. Give finger size. 


ALL DEALINGS CONFIDENTIAL 
No one knows you are buying on our dignified credit 
system unless you tel] them yourself. A written 

antee accompanies each ring. You can return the 
ring within ten days if not satis: Send order today. 


Write for Bar Catalog 


It brings our large jewelry store right into your home. 
it tells the exact weights and quality so you can 
buy like an expert. Seo wal valuable information on page 6. 


STERLING? wires CO 


(Diamond Importers — $1,000,000 Stock — Est. 1879) 
63 PARK ROW, Dept. 1955 ,.NEW YORK 


lbeen out of town on business. 
|}was a 
| the 


| wondered if he 
me as I was to see him. 


| matter 


| he likes you. 


lof putting 
cheerful \ 


“Because you don't give them what they 
want,” this remarkable girl informed me 
point blank. “Betty I’m not kidding. If 
I had your face and your shape, I'd have 
hooked a prince long ago. I know just 
what your trouble is. You're too darned 
nicey-nice. No man is going to go crazy 
over a beautiful clothes-tree nowadays, no 
how beautiful she is. There are 
too many real flesh-and-blood girls floating 
around. Be halfway human. That’s my 
advice. Don’t get insulted just because a 
fellow pulls a little cave-man stuff once in 
a while. It’s just his way of showing that 
Just be yourself.” 
My sprightly young sister’s 
things made me feel more 
litle talk with Irma would 
think. She is so full of 

lf only | had her pep 


brisk way 


help anyone, I 
life and spirits! 
and her nerve! 


OB was coming that night. J hadn't 
seen him for nearly two weeks. He had 
Two weeks 
time, especially in view of 
Bob ordinarily called to 
four evenings a week. 
would be as anxious to see 
I wondered—but 
there was no use trying to cross bridges 
before I came to them. 

I put on a black satin dress which Irma 
said fitted me as if it had been ‘born’ on 
me. From the last curl in my bobbed hair 
down to the tiny tips of my satin slippers, 


long 
that 
about 


fact 
see me 


1 strove to make myself attractive for 
Bob’s benefit. Someone else was trying 
hard to take him away from me. My 


feminine intuitions told me so. I wondered 
if I were brave enough to dare all to keep 
the man | loved so dearly. Was he worth 
it? Was it bravery I needed? 

Bob looked handsomer than I had ever 
seen him. He seemed glad to see me, but 
not quite as delighted as | had hoped. Time 
passed swiftly. I played the piano. We 
danced. Finally, we sat on the big daven- 


port. Behind us a_ single electric bulb 
winked through the heavy pink shade of the 
floor-lamp. The shadows were soft and 
warm in the subdued light. The music 


and the dancing had exhilarated me beyond 
measure. Bob's arm slipped down to my 
waist and his lips met mine. Dearly as | 
loved him, I pushed him away. I had not 
yet decided. 


“What's the matter, Bet?” he asked 
resentfully, drawing off to himself. 

“Please, please, Bob, don’t kiss me— 
llike that?” I begged him gently. “And 


don’t paw me. I don’t—like it.” 

“Oh, you make me sick,” he grumbled 
in disgust. “You pretend to care for me, 
and yet when you have the chance to show 
a little affection you push me away. I guess 
I've been wasting too much time around 
here, anyway. You don't want me, that’s 
‘Oh, Bob, 1 do want you,” I protested 
earnestly. “You know | do. And I do 
care for you. But won't you understand? 
I've tried so often to make you see it. 
I'm not the “petting” kind. I can’t “pet” 
and keep my self-respect. Only one man 
is going to get familiar with me beyond 
a certain point, and that will be—my 
husband.” 

I had thought that I could fling my ideals 
lightly aside. But they had become too 
intimate a part of my nature to submit to 
any such treatment. I had rehearsed this 
moment time and time again, picturing 
myself as a madcap when Bob's love was 
at stake. Yet, I shrank from the issue now. 

Bob laughed scornfully. 

“So a fellow has to marry you, eh, in 
order to get a measly hug and kiss. Well, 
let me tell you for one that I wouldn’t care 
to have such a stingy wife. I'll tell vou 
straight, Betty. I’ve gone with a lot of 
girls, but you're the first one that has ever 
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pulled this gag on me. I can leave here 
this minute and inside of half an hour 
round up at least half a dozen girls who'd 
do anything for me. Some of them don’t 
pretend to love me, either. You do. You 
expect me to give you all my time and 
attention. You didn’t like to have me go 
with any other girls while I'm going with 


you. I cut them out. I did everything 
you asked» I’ve spent money on you, 
freely; I've taken you everywhere you 
wanted to go. I think I’ve done my part. 
What am I getting for it? You yell 


“Murder!” if I look at you cross-eyed. I 
guess you're just playing me for a sucker. 
1 wonder if you were like this with all the 
fellows you've had.” 

“What do you 
calmly, “for the good time 
me? How can I pay you 
money you've spent on me? 
you want me to do.” 

The hard lines left his 
plainly hurt. 

“Oh, Betty,” he 


Bob,” I asked 
you've given 
back for the 
Just what do 


want, 


face. He was 
pleaded, “don’t put it 
in that crude way. What do I want, dear, 
for the good times I’ve given you, for the 
little bit I've spent on you? What could 
I want more than the recollection of those 
happy nights? I always put my foot in 
things and I haven't failed now. What I 
was trying to say was that I am fonder 
of you than of any girl I've ever known. 
I do think you could give me a little 
affection. But no, you seem afraid of me. 
You won't trust me. What do you think 
1 am, little girl? A villain, or something 
like that? Look here, Betty, you don't 
see a black mustache, or _anything like that 
on my upper lip, do you? 

I laughed and felt better. 

Sob is a law student. He can talk ex- 
tremely well. Logic is his forte. He 


talked rapidly with kindling eyes and ex- 
pressive gestures. I could not meet his 
arguments, and yet he was unable to con- 
vince me. Still it was interesting—this 
exchange of viewpoints—and it did help 
me. 

“Well, who wins? Who is right?” he 
asked finally in a triumphant tone. 

“I suppose you are,” I admitted, “but— 
oh, I just can’t be like these other girls. 


It isn’t as if I am the only girl in the 
world who abhors petting. I know that my 
girl friends at the office feel just the same 
way as I do about it. I couldn’t lower 
myself to “pet,” Bob. Why, how could I 
ever look my girl friends at the office 
in the face again? I would feel so ashamed 


and I couldn't hide it. I couldn’t look 
them in the eyes.” 
OB was highly amused. So much so 


that he had difficulty in keeping his seat. 

“So that’s your trouble, eh?” he chuckled 
gleefully. “Mention one or two of those 
girls at the office, will you? I happen to 
have a few acquaintances there, as you 
know.” 

“Well,” I said thoughtfully, “there’s 
Marian Smith, for instance. I don’t know 
her very intimately but I'm sure she thinks 
just the way I do about these things. She’s 
often told me——”" 

“This is rich,” Bob exclaimed cheerfully. 
“There’s Marian Smith, the toast of the 
artist colony and one of the fastest step- 
pers in town. You look as if you don't 
believe me. Oh, [| know she’s a regular 
wax model in the day time—that’s Marian’s 


line. The fellow who can keep up with 
her pace is going some. She’s too much 
for me. She used to say that when she 


was entertaining young men in her parlor 
she always kept an extra light burning for 
emergencies. One might go out, you know, 
and poor Marian might stub her little toe 
in the dark. Some kidder! Let me tell 
you, when she starts cutting up, her antics 
would worry a blue-law advocate to death 
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“I know quite a few of the girls in your 
office,” he went on, “and believe me, | 
wouldn't trust myself alone with some oj 
them for a minute. Talk about wild 
women! They overdo it. Say, Betty, it's 
too bad, but those girls are just kidding 
the life out of you. They’re having their 
fun and helping to cheat you out of yours. 
Why don’t you fool them?” 


H's arm stole around me and crushed 
me close to him. “Fool them,” he 
repeated softly and swung me masterfully 
on to his lap. For the moment I let myself 
go, as his lips touched mine. An urge 
of wild abandon exhilarated me beyond all 
restraint. “I- would show these girls! 

“Let's forget everything, dear, every- 
thing, little one, but ourselves,” Bob's voice 
came to me as from a great distance. 
\bruptly, I sprang up. He reached for me, 
but I eluded him and fled into the hall. 
lie came after me, his arms outstretched. 
\ hat I saw-in his eves made me afraid. 

“No, no,” I whispered hoarsely. “Don't 

don't touch me.’ 

‘God, but I love you, 
breathed ‘passionately. 

\gain I freed myself, only with a des- 
perate effort. 

“Stop, or I'll scream,” I told him. 

His arms fell and a scornful expression 
flashed across his face. 

“Let me have my coat and hat,” he said 
decisively. 


little girl,” he 


“I want to get out of here.” 
Che man I loved was about to leave for- 


moment. My heart felt icy cold. 
lyzing numbness rooted me to the spot 
where I stood. My lip trembled and the 
tears started to my eyes. 

“Oh, Bob, 
pleaded. 

‘This is too much for me,” he stormed 
excitedly. “I’ve had about all I can stand 
for one evening. I can’t dope you out at 
all. You pretend to care for me—and yet 

but let that go for now. I'll be frank 
with you. I was kept out of town only 
for one day. I've been spending my eve- 
nings with someone who appreciates me, 
and I’m going over to see her now. You 
can't blame me, Betty. I think a lot more 
of you than I do of any other girl, but 
it appears that vou aren't quite as fond of 
me as some others I know. You really 
can’t expect me to waste my evenings 
coming over here and talking over the 
weather every night. You could be wonder- 
ful if you weren't—well—such a darn out- 
and-out old maid. I've tried to change 
things, but you won't have it. Well, I'll 
come over once more anyhow—say, next 
We.lnesday. It’s up to you whether that’s 
to be the last time or not. Think things 
over—and see what you can do. Good- 
night.” 

My lips moved, but no sound came from 
them. The door closed gently and he was 
gone. He would come again—perhaps it 
would be for the last time. Was T a 
martyr, or a fool? That’s what I am 
trying to determine now. 


\ para- 


don’t—please don’t go,” T 
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Here is the biggest problem of the day, 
if we are to judge by the scores of stories 
which come to us on this subject. 

Let's try to guide this girl and the 
thousands of others in the same pre- 
dicament. 

What should she do? Is she right? 
Or wrong? Or partly right and partly 
wrong? 

We will pay $25 for the best letter of 
500 words or less, solving this problem; 
$15 for the second best; and $5 for the 
third. The contest will close July 


15th, and prizes awarded August Ist. 
The editors will be the judges. 
THE EDITOR. 
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ever—and ‘in anger. It was an agonizing | 
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Make Money in 
rea We train you quickly at home. 
<2 No experience necessary. Spare 
us or full time. Photographs in big 
demand by magazines, newspapers, adver- 
tisers, etc. Portrait Photographers make more 
money today thanever before.Commercial Photo- 
graphy also pays big money. New plan. Nothing 
else like it.Write today for details and new FREE 
book, “Opportunities in Modern Photography. 
International Studios, Inc. 
Dept. 206-6 3601 
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“I couldn't sleep very well last 
I came and got some 
from the library table, and it didn't 


told me. 
night, 
boc ks 


so ot 


know. Ab and Lil are still alive, and are 


in California. That’s where I am going 
next week.” 

| knew that it would be impossible to 
dissuade her, so I did not try, but sug 
gested that she wait for two weeks, and 
then I would accompany her. To my sur 
prise, she agreed to this. 

Among the articles which Aunt Matey 


had marked for me to read was one called 
“Blood Will Tell,” in which the writer 
carefully explained just why it was that 
“Alvie” excelled in every way 
manners, and brains. How could he help 
it, descended as he was, on both sides of 
the family, from a long line of noble an- 
cestors! Another article told of the beauti- 
ful home in Hollywood, where the parents 
of the screen star lived. Illustrations ac 
companied this story, showing “Alvie” and 
his mother. Aunt Matey called my atten- 
tion to it, saying: “Lil don’t look much 
older now than she did when I took her 
to live with us.” 

But the illustration that caused Aunt 
Matey real amusement was that of her 
| husband, now “Jean Renault,” standing in a 
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majestic pose, surrounded by his blooded 
dogs. “Jean,” it was stated, had won con- 
siderable success himself as a screen actor, 
though of course his fame was not to be 
compared to that of his wonderful son, 
Alvin. 

Because I wanted to be in at the finish, 
I meekly accompanied my determined old 
aunt to California. It was a long trip for 
one who had never been more than a hun- 
dred miles from home, and Aunt Matey 
was a weary soul when we reached Los 
Angeles, but she would not wait. She in- 
sisted upon going to the Renault home at 
once, which was easy enough to do, as it 
was one of the show places of Hollywood. 
Just as we were going up the broad steps 
I heard her say the words, “Almost at the 
end,” in her tired voice, and I confess that 
I was scared, though I could not see how 
she could do any harm. I was positive that 
she did not carry a revolver or vitriol, as 
Helen had suggested, so what damage 
could she, a weak old lady, do? I expected 
to see Ab wave his hand and exclaim: 
“Insects—begone !” 


UT he didn’t say it, and his expression 

changed from cold surprise to abject 
fear when Aunt Matey said crisply: “You 
look pretty much as you used to look, Ab 
and Lil, back in Meadowville. A little 
older, that’s all.” 

Abner’s proudly raised head came down, 
almost with a bump, and his chest collapsed 
several inches; but his movie actions did 
not change. I suppose they had become 
second nature. 

“Matey!” he groaned, registering even 
stronger fear. “What do you want of me? 
Why did you hunt me down?’ 

Lil, too, was white and shaking as she 
said in a wobbly voice: “What are you 
|going to do?” 

“Way I happened to know you lived out 
here was when I saw that boy of yours 
doing his tricks,” explained Aunt Matey. 
“T’ve been a long time finding you folks, 
and I’m mighty glad I’m through with 
the search.” 

She did not seem excited, and continued 
in her gentle way. “Considering the kind 
|of people you two are, it seems to me that 
| you are perched up pretty high in the 
| world, aren't you? Wonder what your 
| friends would say if they knew the truth 
about you—if they that—— 
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*“Alvie” 


[Continued from page 47] 


these 


take me long to find out what | wanted to 


Lily threw herself at Aunt Matey’s feet 
just like they do it on the screen. “Spare 
us!” she begged. “We wronged you ter- 
ribly, but for the sake of our boy. Have 
pity !” 

Then Ab did his bit. “Be merciful!” he 
pleaded. “All through these years remorse 
has gnawed, and I—I have not been a 


you—who were 


Ab 


so I beg of 


happy man, 
once my wife 

“I’m your wife now, 
Aunt Matey interrupted. 

Che — of the greatest screen star 
winced, but his voice flowed on:—‘“to for- 
give me for the sake of the innocent boy 
who is not to blame. Think of the ruin 
you would bring to him—my son! He is 
now at the height of his career; he 
worshiped by millions, and it is too awful 
to think of his life being spoiled!” 


Smithers !” 


is 


ND then Lil began again. She begged 
4. Matey per to remain silent; if 
not for their sakes, for the sake of Alvin. 
Too well she and Ab realized how delighted 
the newspapers would be to get hold of 
that old scandal and, believe me, they were 
a badly frightened pair. Aunt Matey sure 
had them going, and she did not reassure 
them in the least. They earnestly tried to 
impress upon Aunt Matey the awful result 
of publicity to one who was on so high a 
pedestal—that is, publicity of the kind that 
would cause him to be ridiculed. Abner 
almost tore his hair as he asked Aunt 
Matey not to disclose the bitter fact that 
his name was Smithers. 

“That seems to bother you more than 
remembering how you skipped out and 
left me without a cent to my name, doesn’t 
it?” Aunt Matey replied coldly. 

“I do remember, and I am ashamed !” 
replied Ab, dramatically covering his face 
with his hands, and this was about all 
that Aunty could stand. 

! Dry up, both of you!” 


“Pshaw ! she said 


briskly. “I see you're just as big fools as 
you ever were, but quit your fretting and 
crying. I’m not planning to harm you, or 


your boy either, if I get what I came after. 
There is only one thing I want, and I am 
going to have it, for I have waited thirty 
years. I didn’t care when you took my 
husband, and I even wasn't very much 
put out about the embroidered pillow slips 
you sneaked away, and as for you, I've 
always felt that if you wanted five 
thousand dollars bad enough to steal it, 
you was welcome to it. No; I truly 
didn't hold any hard feelings against 
you folks on account of those things, but 
there was one thing you took away with 
you that you've got to give back. If you 
don’t, then the world will know your story. 
The newspapers will be told every detail 
so that the public will know just what you 
are, and what you did. So, get my red 
plush photograph album, Ab Smithers, and 
get it mighty quick!” 

And the strange thing is that he did get 
it. In spite of his general rottenness, there 
must have been a narrow streak of good 


so 


in the man, for he, too, had valued the 
old-fashioned book which contained the 
pictures of the little son who had died. 


Through all their years of wandering - 
had held on to it, and when he handed i 
back to the waiting mother the ~ te 
looked just as it did in those long ago days 
when it held the place of honor on Aunt 
Matey’s center-table. 

When I left her at the door of her hotel 

room there was a peaceful look on the old 
a look of perfect contentment that 
never seen before, and I am not 
ashamed to say that my eyes were wet 
when I found some excuse to leave her 
alone with her treasure. 
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leaves before a breeze; “willy nilly, blow- 
ing,” drawn by the magnet of environment 
back to the marshes from which they 
sprang. 

Though Edna had not been born in New 
York City, the environment in which she 
had lived qualified her in answering to the 
same call which summoned me—and we 
were going. 

I had assumed full charge of the ex- 
pedition; had convinced Edna that New 
York and I were first cousins. 

The only thing which I really did know 
was that somewhere on Fourteenth Street 
was a dilapidated shack where I had once 
lived with my father and the woman. That 
was all—with the exception of a small hope 
that in going back I might sometime see 
the “Lady of the Spools” again. Though 
we were being unconsciously led, my con- 
fidence was absolute; I seemed to know 
exactly where I was going. I belonged 
there! 

Now I know what prompted that: the 
writhing tentacles of the beast at whose 
breast I had been suckled was calling ]7S 
children, and they could do nothing but 
obey. 


O BEWHISKERED sons of the 

Jersey soil ever had more difficulty 
in getting their bearings than did the two 
muchly bewildered pilgrims who landed 
from the ferry that day. 

We finally made our way to Fourteenth 
Street; then my castles tumbled to earth. 

The shack was gone—the whole place 
looked different to me. Still we were not 
worried; anything was better than the 
place we had deserted. 

Edna and I walked on down the street to 
Huber’s Museum. At that time there was 
a notorious pool-hall in that vicinity 
which was presided over by a snakey in- 
dividual called Dick Snelling. 

Dick had been one of those who had 
been in the habit of attending the mys- 
terious seances at my father’s home in the 
old days. 

Leaving Edna on the corner I went into 
this place; surely if I could find Dick 
everything would be all right. 

At first he would not talk to me at all: 
but when I told him who I was, his change 
of demeanor was startling, and he wel- 
comed me like the proverbial “lost son.” 

In those days such people were very 
cautious of whom they took into their con- 
fidence. A person had to have gilt-edge 
indorsement to get through their private 
doors. 

Dick introduced me to several young 
fellows in the place, and they all tried to 
outdo each other in making me welcome. 

I had forgotten all about Edna until 
Dick asked me where I had been since 
they took me to the Society; then I told 
him that I was not alone. We walked over 
to the corner together. 

Edna was a very pretty girl—just seven- 
teen—and the same cordial welcome which 
had been extended to me was given to her. 

Dick took her upstairs, saying, “She can 
stay with my wife until we can find some- 
thing for her to do.” If I had only known 
men then as I know them now! When I 
did learn that such men existed, I carried 
mugder in my heart for many months—but 
the wily Dick had then moved to Chicago. 

The murder of a bookmaker, in which 
a prominent actress was involved, and 
following whose trial an equally prominent 
lawyer was disbarred from practice, caused 


an upheaval in Dick’s gang, and they scat- 
tered far and wide. 
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In the quiet that, of necessity, prevailed 


at the period | describe, | lost sight of 
| Edna. 
Dick’s place, where I had become a 
re ur fixture, was the rendezvous tor 


one of the most notorious East Side gangs. 

Vouched for by Dick, I was accepted as 
a full-fledged member—with full rights to 
| prey upon decent citizens; also entitled to 
the underground protection which could be 
brought to bear through any one of many 
crooked wardheelers and their “higher- 
ape” 
From the very day of my initiation into 
|the gang, things began to happen in my 
pe development as a thief. 

I was sent out with a 
working as a “stall”. 

We were under the direct leadership of 
a well-known “dip” who carried ona clever 
legerdemain of removing a person’s pockets 


“gun-mob,” 


In this little organization, of which | 
|} was a more or less important factor, we 
| took all orders by a series of signals from 


the “tool”. who did the actual business of 
|extracting the purse from the victim's 
pocket. 

This or sailed around under the 
|} name of » Kokomo Kike,” a name well 
| known in circles. 

In the afternoon we would all meet at 

Dick’s. After a consultation the par- 


| firm hand drop on my shoulder 


jan 


| 


| acted, 


ticular place to be “made” that night would 
be decided upon. 

We would arrive at the designated place 
separately, then come together as we mixed 
with the crowd. 

At a signal from the 
would jam the “prospect” from either side; 
when the victim's equilibrium had been 
restored—and his indignation cooled enough 
to allow him to take an inventory—he 
always found his purse missing. This had 
been “lifted” during the “jam” and passed 
on to one of the “stalls” 

Sometimes we would break right into a 
crowd and get two or three purses in a 
single raid. Then we would split and 
divide the spoils at Dick's a little later on— 
of course a part of them going to Dick to 
be sent in to the right place in case of need 
for influence at headquarters. 

was doing handsomely at this and 
always had money. And of course I knew 
that I could go right on in this way. 
Didn’t I have protection? Couldn't Dick 
“put me on the street” again in case I did 
run afoul of the law? Of course, I had 
to be careful—but Dick had often told me 
that if I knew one half as much as my 
father had known I would never get into 
trouble. 


“tool” the “stalls” 


WONDER that it never occurred to me 

that there was something rather funny 
about that, for my father had been up the 
river the greater part of the time, and to 
my personal knowledge he had not been the 
superintendent of that well-known in- 
stitution. 

One night Dick sent us down to make the 
3 oft” from the old Winter Garden. 

Like knights of old we sallied forth; saw 
a good show and were working in a flying 
wedge that would have done credit to a 
crack football team when we came out 
through the crowded lobby. 

“Kokomo” had already made two touches 
but was not satisfied. 

Just as we came out of the front entrance 
he gave us the tip for the “jam.” We 
“Kokomo” got the “pigskin,” which 
he passed to me as he hurried from the 
theatre. 

How easy! 


\s he disappeared I felt a 
and a low 
voice advised me that I was wanted for 
immediate “interview” at the world- 
famous detective headquarters on Mulberry 
Street. 

The result of the “interview” was that I 
was sent over to the Tombs, and a charge 


of picking pockets was entered on the 
blotter against me 

At this particular time the 
already referred to was holding the 


pages of the New York papers; the * 


murder 
tront 
‘under 


world” was getting so much unwished for 
attention; police heads of different degrees 
were falling into the basket with such 
alarming rapidity that Dick’s protection 
channel became clogged, and I went to the 
Island for a year. 


Dick came down to see me the day before 
I left for the Island. 

When I asked him about Edna he told me 
that he had sent her on to Chicago with 
his wife; that he was going to close up, 
himself, and go to the West for a while, 
“until things quieted down.” 

Things were not easy for me at the 
Island. Those in charge were not partial 
to the son of my father. It was a long, 
long year, especially the last six months. 
It was then I had heard from another 
fellow what had really happened to Edna. 


so 


That is the time during which I carried 
black hate in my heart, and had an almost 
over-powering lust to kill Dick Snelling. 


Poor little Edna! 


FINISHED the year somehow. After 

trying to locate Dick, all that I could 
learn was that he was out around Chicago. 
I joined another “gun-mob” and moved 
downtown. 

Chis time our lounging place was a well- 
known gambling house called “The Bird- 
cage Bar.” 

lor six months I flourished, then slipped 
again—this time for lifting a pocket-book 
from a passenger on his way to Jersey. | 
had time enough to drop the purse over 
the side of the boat. Again I was hauled 
into Mulberry Street for an “interview.” 

This time my “protection” could work: 
they did not find the purse; hence they had 
no evidence. I was discharged and told 
to leave the city. 

I did so, leaving New York with a bunch 
of card-sharks who were working the 
trans-Atlantic steamers. I made two trips 
with them: the first proved a huge success; 
the second time over we were called on at 
the dock by Scotland Yard operatives and 
convinced that the best policy for us was 
to stay right on the ship and return to the 


land which had so far survived the stain 


of our birth. 
Back in New York I evaded the old 
haunts for a while, joining forces with a 


bunch of “wiretappers” who operated away 
uptown in an office building. 

This was a new line for me and I did 
exceptionally well. When the place was 
raided and closed a few weeks after my 
debut into this new and profitable game of 
“trying to get something for nothing,” I 
pulled out with several thousand dollars 
tucked away for future reference. 

felt out the chances of safety for 
myself in returning downtown and, learn- 
ing that everything was clear for me, 
decided to go into business for myself. The 
opportunity came, and I purchased “The 
Birdcage Bar. 

I was firmly established in my own par- 
ticular den of  rottenness,* when the 
strangest thing which ever came into the 
life of a thief and gambler came into mine. 

This occurrence has always been a mys 
tery to me—one which I have ceased trying 
to solve. All I know is that it caused me 
to go through still more filth. 


One night I was sitting in one of the 
little private rooms which I reserved for 
certain parties to play in. I was idly 


shuffling a pack of cards with which I had 
been playing solitaire 


The door was open and I could hear 
some of my roulette dealers in conversa- 
tion as they racked up the checks for the 


evening's play. 
From the conversation I gathered this: 
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Dick Snelling had left Edna penniless and 
ill in a Chicago ——— A fellow who 
had known her in New York, while I was 
doing that year on the Island, had picked 
her up and brought her back. 

| have been a thief and a gambler, and 
they will do most anything; but there are 
some things that some thieves and gam- 
blers will not do. I thought a whole lot 
of this little pal of mine. 

I sat still long enough to learn that this 
fellow had followed up the game where 
Dick had left off; also the name of the 
house where she was serving out her 
slavery. 

1 went out to a drawer in my desk, 
slipped _a gun into my pocket, and went 
after Edna—and the piker who put her 
there. 

The place was one of the most notorious 
in New York—owned and managed by the 
most cruel-hearted woman ever 
existed. I found both the woman and her 
cadet together. I held them both until she 
sent for Edna, then backed out of the 
house with my gun in their faces. 

It was quite in keeping with the prin- 
ciple of the place that after I had gained 
the street with the girl, someone standing 
in an open window, concealed by lace cur- 
tains, should fire the shot which struck 
me fair in the left shoulder. It was a 
soft-nosed bullet, and tore things up pretty 
badly. 

I tried to get back and into my place with 
the girl, but could not make it. I lost con- 
sciousness just as the police ambulance 
picked me up. 


I REMEMBER vaguely of coming back 
to realities while the surgeons were 
cutting away my shirt; then they must 
have given me something, for the next I 
remember was of waking up in the white 
bed in Bellevue Hospital. 

Many wonderful things have happened 
in Bellevue Hospital; world renowned sur- 
geons, working under dazzling lights, have 
plied knife and needle, and have succeeded 
in bringing back those whom it seemed 
impossible to save. All this has happened 
many times in this great hospital; but I 
wonder if they know that they have ac- 
complished even greater things than these? 
| wonder if they know that they took a 
born thief and gambler—wounded by 
another of The Submerged Tenth, and 
blind of the light of goodness and self- 
respect—and gave him a vision. 

One afternoon during the visiting hours 
at the hospital, I was aroused by the flurry 
of skirts and the sound of subdued voices. 

In absolute content with the world in 
general, I opened my eyes—and looked 
into those of “The Lady of the Spools.” 

We soon renewed our friendship, and 
until I had become convalescent enough to 
leave the hospital she spent an hour or two 
every afternoon with me. 

God bless her! She had been a settle- 
ment-worker for many years, and gladly 
gave me the greatest prescription which 
can be given to any mortal. 

Somehow, whenever I think of that one 
for whom I have searched so long—my 
mother—I think simultaneously of “The 
Lady of the Spools.” 

The day came when I bade her good-by 
at the old Grand Central Station. I was 
going West—not to kill Dick Snelling, but 
with the backing of sterling men to go 
into legitimate business. 

I have succeeded far beyond my dreams. 


* * * ok * * 


What became of Edna? Why, she was 
here with me today for a while. No, not 
my wife; just the dearest pal a man could 
have. She is following in the footsteps of 
“The Lady of the Spools,” and, somehow 
I believe that these two women, who have 
meant so much to me, will soon meet. 
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‘Photo a Mary Little 


Dear Sirs:—What Kotalko has done for me 
is nothing short of wonderful. 

Several years ago I lost all my hair. 

My head was bare and shiny just like the 
back of my hand. I had been under a hair 
specialist and a doctor, but all in vain. 

One day, on seeing your advertisement, I de- 
cided to try Kotalko, and I am simply de- 
lighted that I did so, for I now have a head 
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would not grow. We thought the roots were 
dead. 

However, as one more trial, we sent for a box 
of Kotalko. This was a test and we thought 
it would prove to be just like the other prep- 
arations used. We are glad to state that 
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hair, Photo enclosed. You =e publish it. 
Unless I had seen it for myself, I would not 
have thought it possible. 
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Where Am I Now? 


[Continued from page 


“Tt’s only a little 
_ You look as 


| some Scotch,” he said. 
ride, and it'll do you good. 
though you needed some air.’ 


| “Yes, and get picked up by the cops,” I 


said. 

“Not a chance. The cops don’t touch us. 
The only ones we have to worry about are 
the revenue men, and they aren’t anything 
to worry about.” 

He kept urging me, and finally I said 
I would go. When I went out that night 
Johnnie was waiting for me in a big tour- 
ing car. It was the first time I had been in 
anything but a taxi since Dave left me 
in Chicago. When we got across the ferry 
and started down across Jersey, and the 
cool winds began to whip my face, I was 
glad I had decided to go. 


are 


Because I was silent, Johnnie said, 
“W hatsa matter, kid? You ain't scared, 
your 

“No, I’m just happy for the first time 
in two months,” I told him. 


E REACHED one hand over and took 

mine for a moment and started to say 
something. When he stopped, I couldn't 
help laughing. I could just hear him say- 
ing to himself, “What the hell’s the matter 
with me, falling for a Jane!” 

We drove on in silence, until I could hear 
the surf crashing upon the beach and could 
smell the salt air blowing shoreward. Then 
we rounded a turn and before us, under a 
mantle of fog, rolled the ocean. We kept 
right on down the coast until we had passed 
through several towns. On the outskirts 
we swung into the left and drove down a 
road that led to a pier that extended out 
for a quarter of a mile into the fog. There 
he killed his engine and switched off his 
lights and we waited. 

“They'll be in before long,” Johnnie 
said, looking at his watch. In a few 
moments we heard the throb of an engine 
coming from some direction. I thought 
it was another car, until Johnnie opened 
the car door and said, “C’mon, kid. They'll 
be out on the end in a minute.” 

Together we carefully made our way out 
to the end of the pier just as a sixty-foot 
boat loomed up through the dark, it’s 
engines turning over slowly, cauticusly. A 
short whistle sounded from its decks, and 
Johnnie answered it in kind. A whispered 
command came over the water, and the 
boat came slowly forward until Johnnie 
called out some countersign. Then he said 


to me, “Look out for the line when they 
heave it.” 
I stepped back. There was a thud. 


Johnnie made a scramble for the rope they 
had cast to him, and twisted it about one 
of the piles of the pier as they came along- 
side and made their boat fast. 

No loud word was spoken. The com- 
mander of the boat, a great black hulk in 
the night, stepped to the dock with a flash- 
light in his hand and under its rays Johnnie 


began to count a wad of bills into his 
hand. When he had finished, the man 
grunted, switched off the light, and gave 


a whispered order to the men on board 
the boat. One of them jumped to the 
pier and the others began lifting the cases 
of liquor up to him. When they had piled 
all of them on the pier they all began carry- 
ing it up the pier to Johnnie’s car, while I 
sat on a pile speculating as to what I had 
before me in life. For a moment I thought 
how easy it would be to jump into the 
black, churning water below me, and be 
swallowed up forever. But in my heart 
I knew I lacked the courage. 

Then things began to happen so fast I 
can’t remember them clearly. Suddenly 
there were shots from down at the end 
of the pier. Hoarse shouts and curses 
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came through the pitch blackness and run- 
ning feet sounded on the planks of the pier 
[ jumped to my feet, uncertain as to what 
to do, when the great hulk of a man who 
commanded the rum runner came puffing 
up beside me and said, “Yuh better hitch 
on with us—it’s the bulls.” Then he dis- 
appeared aboard the boat, and I heard him 
starting the engines. Uncertain, | waited 
for Johnnie. Then I thought | saw him 
run up and untie one of the lines of .the 
boat. A bullet whined past my ear. That 
decided me. With two quick jumps | 
landed on the deck of the speed boat as 
she began to pull away from the pier. 

One of the men grasped me by the arm 
and pulled me down into the little cabin 
as a fusillade of shots rang out. I heard 
several of them strike the metal plates of 
the boat with a dull metallic sound, and 
one of them showered glass upon me as 
it broke a cabin port. 

As the boat swung about and we gained 
speed, I heard the voice of the man in 
command send a string of curses shoreward 
and then he bellowed at his crew, “Some 
fool tipped them off, the rat!” 

After we had pulled out beyond the 
range of bullets, I went up the little stairs 
and, with my voice _quive ring, asked, “Did 
Johnnie get away 

I guess they had forgotten me in their 
excitement, for they all jumped and the 
big man reached down and pulled me up 
beside him and looked into my face. 

“Well, I'll be damned!” he said slowly. 
“Look what Johnnie left us!” And the 
rest of them laughed uneasily. Then as 
the light of a boat came piercing through 
the fog, he gave me a shove and said, 
“You better stay down below there, kid, 
until we get out a way.” 

So I went back down into the smelly 
little cabin piled high with cases of liquor 
and littered with papers, cigarette stubs, 
and dirty clothing. A feeling of utter 
hopelessness began to steal over me, and 
the first real terrible fear I had ever known 
came into my heart. What kind of men 
were these who ran such dangers, and 
faced death and jail so calmly? 

After about an hour one of the men 
came down into the cabin. He was thin- 
faced and gaunt, with a sort of wild look 
in his shifty eyes, and I shrank away from 
him as he came toward me. He switched 
on more lights and mist have seen from 
the expression in my eyes that I was afraid 
of him, for he sneered, “I ain’t gonna 
touch you, kid. The old man’d gut me.” 


HAT gave me hope for a few moments 

—until the “old man” came down. Then 
my heart nearly stopped beating, for he 
came over to me with his ugly face drawn 
into a half-smile and tried to rub his un- 
shaven cheek against mine. I tried to 
smile and pretend that I didn’t mind, but 
I could feel a shiver of cold fear creep 
over me and I shrunk away from him. 

“You Johnnie’s skirt?” he asked. 

I tried to smile again, and shook my 
head. The gaunt little man came over and 
stood beside us for a moment, and the 
great red-haired beast drew hack his fist 


and sent him spinning across the cabin 
with a blow across the mouth. 
As he landed in the corner, his hand 


flew to his coat pocket. With one leap 
the “old man” landed on top of him and 
pinned his arm to the floor with his foot. 
He took the weapon from him. 

“If you ever pull a gat on me,” he 
snarled, “I'll cut the hide clean off your 
back,” and he kicked him and ordered him 
up on deck. 

Then he turned back to me and 
“Come on up forward in my cabin 


said. 
and 
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we'll talk this little thing over, kid, 

| was too frightened to do pee sy _~ 
follow him silently up the little stairs, 
along the deck and down into another 

cabin that seemed to be half dining-room 
half sleeping-quarters. Two bottles 
stood on the table, and across it was strung 
a greasy pack of cards as though flung 
there in haste. 

He waved me to a seat on one of the 
bunks and sat down opposite me, without 
removing his greasy cap from his tousled 
hair. “Now listen, kid, le’s get this 
straight. The dicks got Johnnie, see, so 
he’s out of the runnin’ fer a year at least. 
Dis is the secont time dey landed the 
damn dumb-bell.” 

“I always plays straight with a Jane. 
See? And if you treats me right you get 
anything you wants. I got more jack 
than Johnnie ever saw,” and to prove it, 
he dug under a mattress and pulled out a 
roll of bills so large that I couldn’t have 
reached around it with both my hands. 

3ut Johnnie meant nothing to me,” | 
tried to. explain. 

“Yes Neither did your mother,” he 
oom Cold fright began to steal over 
me again. Hurriedly, with my words 
jumbling together, | tried to tell him what 
| was, tried to make him see _ that 
wasn’t what he thought. But he sat and 
sneered and laughed, and when I asked 
him with my heart in my mouth when he 
would take me ashore he said, “Dere’s 
no body goin’ ashore from this tub but 
me. See? And the sooner you talks 
turkey the better off you'll be. There's 
your bunk and there’s mine, and before | 
gets t’rew wit you, you'll be doin’ like I 
say.” And he went up the little steps to 
the deck. 


FTER I had cried myself into a state 

of hysterics, I became so weak that 
I had to lie back on the bunk and after a 
while I fell into a restless sleep. When the 
throb of the motors stopped, I awoke. In 
a few more minutes I heard him coming 
down the stairs again. I pretended to be | 
asleep as he leaned over me, his warm | 
breath saturated with liquor. He put a hand 
on my arm and shook me. Scarcely breath- 
ing, I continued to feign sleep; then, with 
a muttered string of curses, he went over | 
to the other bunk and threw off his shoes, 
pulled the filthy covers up over himself, 
and was soon snoring. 

Along toward dawn I fell asleep, and 
when I awoke he was up, I could hear 
men shouting on the deck above me. 

I stole silently up the stairs and looked 
about me. On every side, as far as I could | 
see, there were boats anchored from two to 
six miles apart, and clustered about each 
one of the big ocean tramps was a number 
of smaller speed-boats, like the one I was 
on. Instinctively, I knew that we were 
anchored in the midst of the liquor fleet! 

The horrors I went through during that 
day were beyond anything I had believed 
possible. He threatened, pleaded, and then 
tried to force his wide sensuous lips to 
mine. When they touched me, I turned my 
face up and bit into his lips until I could 
almost feel my teeth come together. And 
he drew back and struck me across the head 
with his open hand and knocked me un- 
conscious across the cabin. 

When I came to, I found myself on my 
bunk. The cabin was empty. A little 
later he came down and, leaning his face 
down close to mine, said, “If vou ever do 
dat to me again I]'ll t’row you to th’ sharks 
widout a quiver. You might jus’ as well 
get it t’rew your head, kid. You're here 
to stay, and the sooner you begin to like 
it the easier it’ll be for you.” 

I began to cry. I said, “I'll tell the men 
on the other boats. You can't do this, you 
beast !” 

“Can’t do it, eh?” he sneered. 
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the hell is gonna stop me? I’m king out 
here. Do your, hear? King! See? An’ 
I'm a square shooter, too. See? Whatta 
yuh think’d happen to yuh if you told 


‘em? ‘They'd come and get you, eh? Like 
hell! None of ‘em steps on dis raft, and 
they know it. An’ if you step on theirs 


you'd be in twic’t as bad. How d’yuh think 


they all got their women, eh? Sent ‘em 
invitations? Dey all got her the same 
way I got you, and dey ain’t doin’ any 
squealin’ either. Lady, dis ain’t no tea 


party out here. If 

\ sound of shots came to my ears. With 
a bound he was up the stairs and out on 
the deck. I followed. Following his gaze, 
| saw a spectacle that | thought had died 
with the old buccaneers and pirates a 
hundred years ago. 

On a tramp steamer, not a hundred yards 
away, there were at least twenty men 
engaged in a fight that lasted but a few 
minutes and ended the same way it started 

with guns. I| saw men slink down the 
decks away from the little group who 
seemed to command, and then they carried 
three inert bodies along the deck and into 
a cabin. 

With a grin he turned to me and said, 
“See, kid, that’s the kind of stuff you're in. 
Some of dem boats is anchored here for 
two months gettin’ rid of der hootch, and 
when a skirt is tooked on board, she ain't 
got the chance of a snowball in hell!” 
Sick, I went back to the iittle cabin and 
threw myself on the bunk. It didn’t seem 
possible. I actually pinched myself, be- 
lieving that I had fallen asleep and was 
dreaming. 

That night he ran in through the thick 
fog again and left the rest of the load we 
had on board. We stayed in after we had 
| disposed of all our liquor. 
| Leaving a man to watch me, he went 


lashore next morning and I tried every 
way that I knew to get him to let me 
escape. 


| “Me life wouldn’t be worth a nickel, lady, 
|}so you might just as well lay off me now. 
| I ain't gonna let you go and that’s that,” 
|he said. “The best thing you can do is to 
| be the ‘old man’s’ friend and after a while 
| he'll let you go. 

| “In a coupla days we’re gonna go down 
| the coast to run in a few “pieces of silk” 


“Yes girls 


Rochester, N. Y. 


and earning 
$20.00 to $50.00 > Send at once FREE sample 

A WEEK lessons in the subject checked 
Mall “7 © Gown Designing and Creating 

4 

today Pan 


Franklin Institute taught me how to do it. On 
t I saved $28.00.” 
Over 21,000 women and girls, 16 up, have, 
without leaving thelr homes, -learned to y 
lesign and make gowns and costumes. 

You can do it. You can have three oe Coupon 
exquisit gowns at the former 7 | 
st of one FRANKLIN 
Many of these are now mak- ew INSTITUTE 

ing gowns for their friends @© ept. 0639 


from Cuba, and if you kid him along he’ll 
| let you go before we leave.” 

Puzzled, I asked him what he meant by 
| “Pieces of silk.” 

“Chinks,” he answered, smiling at my in- 
credulous look. “Sure, the old man gets 
six hundred berries a piece to bring them 
in.” 

“I don’t understand what you mean,” 
I said. 

‘Listen, lady. You know they don’t 
|allow no Chinks to come into the United 

| States, anymore. And the Chinks that’s 
lalready there needs men to work for ’em. 
So they pays an agent twelve hundred 
berries apiece to smuggle ‘em from Cuba 
into Florida. We gets half of that for 
runnin’ ’em. 

“An’ if we gets caught we gets a five 

t’ousand dollar fine and five vears in the 
| hoosegow for each Chink, so we play our 


| 


cards pretty close to our bellies. It’s risky 
stuff, and ii you're runnin’ along with us 
then and we gets caught, you can bet your 
last shirt you'll spend the early part ot 
your life in a ladies’ jail! 

“This gang out here is made up of dopes 
and gunmen, and they don’t stop at nothin’. 
They ain't a day goes by but what a coupla 
guys gets bumped off. Believe me, they 
ain't never been anything in no story books 
that could touch it!’ And then he lapsed 
into a studied silence, and | couldn’t get 
another word out of him 

After a while the “old man” came back, 
and under his arm he had a great bundle 
which he dropped in my lap and said, 
“Der's” some glad-rags fer you, kid. Don’ 
say | never done nothin’ fer you!” and 
he laughed at my rage until he was red 
in the face. 

A week later, after we had cruised down 
the coast, we put into a port in Cuba at 
night, and within fifteen minutes eighteen 
slinking, stealthy Chinamen, still dressed 
in their native costumes, crept aboard. 
Then we shot out at full speed through the 
Caribbean S across the Gulf Stream, 
through the coral reefs and inlets of the 
Florida coast. When one of the light- 
houses along the coast began to flicker a 
signal, we stole in through the sandbars 
and treacherous channels, and landed our 
cargo of Chinamen. 


IR a week, on every night, we repeated 
that performance and during that time he 
left me alone. | found out from the little 
talkative member of the crew that they had 
been smuggling Chinamen and dope in from 
Cuba along with all kinds of liquor ever 
since Prohibition, and that when they were 
in danger of being caught with their human 
cargoes they fed them to the sharks, buried 
them alive down in the hold of their boats. 
or even left them marooned on desert 
islands to die of starvation. 

I learned that “Chink Running” is the 
most dangerous and most profitable of all 
the smuggling, and that each Chinaman’s 
life is regarded as no more valuable than 
a case of whiskey in time of trouble—a 
thing to be delivered when it is possible 
to get them through safely, and a thing to 
be disposed of quickly and thoroughly if 
there is a chance of being caught. 

I have written five notes and thrown 
them overboard in bottles. But I hold 
little hope, for surely someone knows that 
such a thing as this exists, and no one seems 
to be able to or wants to stop it. 

He beat me until I could stand it no 
longer. I wish I had the courage to kill 
myself. But we can’t all be Joans of Arc. 
I am afraid to die, and yet, soon I will 
have to give up hope, for I have tried 
every way in the world to get away. 

I just pray that when I put this crudely 
written story in a bottle and toss it to 
the sea that it will come to someone’s hands 
who will see that it gets to someone with 
the guts to run these armed outlaws, 
thieves, and pirates to their own deaths. 

I can’t keep this around any longer. He 
has seen me writing it and will want to 
know what it 
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He Called Me 
Skyline Annie 
[Continued from page 31] 


door new to me. He seemed unusually 
nervous. 

“We'll make it a real celebration, 
Clayton said, tucking a bottle into his 
pocket. “This will go great with that 
pineapple for breakfast!” 

I continued to think it strange that 
Clayton should always say, as he handed 
me a glass each evening and poured his 
own, “Can’t be any harm in this. Just a 
jolly little drink with my Skyline Annie 
here at home this way.” 

“Real New Yorky, isn’t it?” I would 
answer. 

Then one night as I ran to the door at 
the sound of my husband’s key, another 
Clayton, unknown to me, pushed my 
eager arms roughly aside. A thick, hz ursh 
voice answered my frightened questions. 
I struggled to calm him, to still the terror 
pounding at my heart, to keep the horror 
out of my eyes. 

He was a stranger to me, a stranger to 
the Clayton I loved, who came home to 
me. The thorns of those wilted stems 
he handed me with maudlin grin cruelly 
hurt my fingers. The flowers were broken 
off and lost, like the beautiful hopes of 
our lives, I thought. 

Yet, as I shrank from him, my arms 
reached out to hold him. I still loved the 
real man I always saw, even when this 
other lay in sickening stupor before me. 

Together we shared the agony while the 
real Clayton struggled with that other for 
possession of his body and his soul. At 
those times he clung to me, trembling, 
sobbing through the long hours, my arms 
his only shelter from a thousand pursuing 
devils. 

Between the times of his torment, he 
lavished devotion on me, and poured out all 
his heart to me in worship. Sometimes I 
would come unexpectedly upon him, to find 
him with a bit of my dress pressed to his 
lips. 


HEN he would take me in his arms, 

gently at first, as if he felt himself not 
fit to touch me, then crush me to him till 
I cried out for breath. 

“To think I ever caused my little girl 
unhappiness, when I love her so,” he 
would whisper. “Only keep me with 
you, dear; just keep me with you—close— 
close. No matter what happens, remem- 
ber I love you—always. I don’t know 
those other times. But it will never hap- 
pen again! I promise!” 

But that gnawing ache and tormenting 
thirst was not to be stilled so easily. If 
it came upon him at home, he would elude 
my loving watch and on some clever pre- 
text escape from my restraint. If it came 
upon him at work, the memory of my 
love and his promises were swept aside 
by that crazing pain of appetite. 

How sensitive every nerve in my body 
grew to the feel of what might be 
hidden most cunningly in his clothing 
when I put my arms about him at night. 
[ learned to know well that angry glint 
in his blue eyes when, seizing my wrists 
and flinging me away from him, he would 
snarl, “Keep your hands off of me! I'll 
teach you to go pawing me over the min- 
ute I step inside the door!” 

Yet, through it all, I saw the soul and 
heard the voice of the man I had loved. 
And I loved him still. 

Except when we fought for possession 
of a hidden bottle, he seldom came near 
me till he fled to my sheltering arms for 
protection in the end. 

As I stood one night, blocking his way 
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readable type on deckle 
stock. In two colors, beau- 
tiful initials; a book to en- 
joy reading, to keep in your 
library on this up-to-the 
minute study of science, 
or to give a friend. 


+792 00 Post- 
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that contains the information for which 
millions are seeking. 
A few years ago this book could not have been written 
and distributed, or if published would have sold at a high 
price to specialists and physicians. 


Today the World Demands 
the Whole Truth About Sex 


Today the world demands the truth. Here is the truth 
by the tamous author, William J. Fielding. All the facts 
about the miracles of science in extending the span of 
years; stopping old age, rolling back the years to youthful 
physical and mental activity. A book that describes ex- 
actly what is being done—where—how—rejuvenation is 
accomplished. A book to read with your wife. A book 
to lift the clouds of ignorance, prudery and folly. A book 
for the guidance of mature people —not intended for the 
curious minds of youth. A book straightforward as 
science itself. So certain are the publishers that you 
will appreciate this great book, that they make this offer. 
“Send for this book today, read it, if you don’t decide 
to keep it send it back in five days and we will refund 
your money without question.” 


Thousands of Copies of 
“Rejuvenation” Sold— 
This is a Limited Edition 


This book by William J. Fielding has sold nationally in quantities 
in keeping with his other advertised books. As publishers we 
have made this unusually low’price to move immediately only a 
few thousand copies now on hand. When the supply is exhausted 
we cannot promise another*edition at this attractive price of $1.00 
for a book.so well printed and illustrated. It is a book you will 
enjoy reading; its appearance is for those who enjoy well-made 

ks; type pages as pleasurable as the faces of old friends. So 
sure are we that you will like your copy it is sent subject to your 
unqualified approval in a five-day reading. If not entirely satis- 
fied your money will be immediately refunded without question. 
Slip a dollar bill in an envelope today for copy of “Rejuvenation”. 


Mai seat ons Days Approval. 


Fill in and Mail Today 


THE BRINKLEY PRESS, Box 100 Milford, Kans., Geary County 

You may send me at once on eqoreval Mr. Fielding’s ng’) questing book 
$1.00 in full payment to your 
special offer. diy ey that if not more than may send 
it within days 


| 

I Address 

I 
NOTE:—The State Bank of Milford Kansas guarantees our reli 

I and responsibility. Just enclose dollar bill, check or money order 

| this coupon and get book by return mail. | 
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BUILDING TRADES 
NEED TRAINED MEN 


Thousands of good positions 
at good salaries 


HE building trades 
are still booming. 
Trained men are in de- 
mand at good salaries. 
Government 
estimate 
billions 
dollars will 
be spent 
— 
construction <—_ 
this year. 

Today the most vital need of this great 
building program is men—trained men— 
men who can step right in and do the skilled 
work that building construction requires. 

There is a simple, easy, practical way 
by which you can prepare for a better posi- 
tion, at a bigger salary. You can do it 
right at home, in spare time, no matter 
where you live, through the International 
Correspondence Schools, 

A recent investigation of 13,928 students en- 
rolled in I. C. S. Building Trades Courses 


showed that 1921 had become Architects; 246 
had become Designers; 494 had become Chief 
Draftsmen; 2827 had become Draftsmen; 1845 


had become Contractors; 211 had 
become Assistant Foremen; 4030 
had become Foremen; 2354 had 
become Superintendents. 

You, too, can have the position 


you want in the work you like 
best; an income that will give 
you and your family the home, 


the comforts, the luxuries you 
would like them to have. 


Mail the Coupon for 
Free Booklet 


INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS | 


BOX 6255-B SCRANTON, PA. 
Explain, without opligating me, how I can qualif, sad the 
tion, or in the subject, before which I mark 


J) ARCHITECT Navigation 
Architectural Draftsman SALESMANSHIP 
Architects’ Blue Prints ADVERTISING 


Window Trimmer 

Show Card and Signa Painting 
BUSINESS MANAGEMENT 
Private Secretary 
Business Correspondent 
BOOKKEEPER 
Stenographer and Typist 
Higher Accounting 
COMMERCIAL LAW 
commen | Subjects 
CIVIL ENGINEER Mathe 

Surveying and Mapping GOOD. ENGL 
ELECTRICAL ENGINEER ILLUSTRAT 

Railway Mail Chast, 
CIVIL SERVICE 
Mining Engineer 

Gas Engine 
STATIONARY ENGINEE 
Textile Overseer or Supt. 
TRAFFIC MANAGER 


Heating and Ventilation 
Plumbing Inspector 


Mechenical Draftsman 


Machine Shop Practice AUTOMOBILES §( Spanish 
CHEMIST AGRIOULTURE 
Poultry Raising RADIO 


Big Band Catalog 
Sent FREE 


Anyth ything you peed for the band 
—single natrument or compl 
if Army 

Navy. Send for b catalog. 
illustrated fully de- 
scriptive. ntion what instro- 
Ment intere ate yoo Free trial. 
Easy payments. Sold by 
rausic dealers everywhere. 


LYON & HEALY 
61-66 Jackson Bivd., Chicago | 


lout of 


closed, and pray- 
moment of quiet, 


the door, my 
ing for only heavenly 

| suddenly a new beast brightly tlamed to life 
ithin him. He jerked me roughly to him. 

| opened my eyes and drew back in horror 


eyes 


One 


at the look on his tace. 

“Don't! Don't!” I cried. “Not when 
ou’re this way. It’s not you—not my 
husband 

“Your husband!” He sneered as he 
looked down into my eyes. “Don't you 

|know I'd never married you if that fine 
Bob of yours out there hadn't held me up 
|at the point of a gun and——” 

“Stop! Stop! Don’t say it!’ With all 


my strength | pressed my hand against his 
lips to silence his words. Then, what no 
physical suffering had been able to do, 
this new torture of my soul now did. I 
sank unconscious to the floor 

for a moment his fear for me must 
have held his devils in leash. When | 
opened my eyes he was bending over me 
in terror. But hardly had I looked up at 
kim and whispered, “I know it’s not true,” 
and he had muttered in puzzled wonder, 
“What's not true?” when the devils were 
once more upon him. 
| The old, old battle of wills and the fight 
for a soul began all over again. 

But this time I held him safe. With his 
eyes tight against my throbbing 
throat, I shut the devils out. At last he 
slept, slept in my protecting arms. 

“Oh, God,” I prayed, “give me sleep, 
|too! To sleep and never wake again— 
together . . . He couldn't live without me 
|}—and I love him.” 
| We both slept. 

Then came the time when he could no 
|longer drag himself home. Like a cruci- 
fixion to me was the humiliation of those 
| journeys—elevators, subways, street cars. 
| Kindly, rough men helped me with my 
[helpless burden down freight elevators, 
jon and off trains, out dark ct 

“My husband's sick,” I always ex- 
plained, as I thanked them. For I knew 
this bag of flesh they lifted about was not 
| my Clayton. 
| ‘He’s sick,” I told myself even while 

I closed my eyes to shut out those other 
eyes—staring men, grinning boys, giggling 
girls who nudged each other. 
| Protectingly, I placed my arm about 
|that thing which fell asleep on my 
shoulder. Oh, to have him safe within 
the sheltering walls of home! Shut away 
from those eyes—pitying, mocking eyes 
everywhere ! 


closed 


But we woke. 


O ONE must ever know of this other, 

for it was not the man I had married. 
How long ago was that? Urged by the 
fear that Aunt Cissie or Bob might 
| sometimes come, I turned to a thousand 
new secretive ways. I wrote Aunt Cissie 
that Clayton’s business took him away from 
home so much we might have no perma- 
nent address, and named a general delivery 
for my mail. No matter what the devils 
did, Aunt Cissie and Bob must never find 
us out, must never know. 

Then one day, when the devils seemed 
far away and a badly sprained ankle 
chained their victim to a chair, I hurried 
lto the post office, while he contentedly 
dozed and smoked and read. More than 
a week had passed since I had managed 
to be away from Clayton long enough to 
make even this short trip. I expected a 
letter from Aunt Cissie. As I turned 
from the general delivery window with a 
letter in my hand, a familiar voice greeted 
| me, 

“Bob!” I cried, forgetting for an in- 
stant that world of devils at the joyful 
| sense of protection in his presence. 

“Had to come on business.” I did not 
| know then how brazenly he lied. “And I 
| promised Aunt Cissie I'd drop in at the 
post office where I'd be bound to run 
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across you sometimes a-gettin’ your mail.” 


Little did I suspect the ditnhculties he 
had surmounted to gain the privilege of 
waiting my coming those hours upon 
hours at the window. 

“You're lookin’ fine, Annie,” he again 
lied. “How’s Clayton?” 

“Not very well,” I admitted. Then I 


added quickly, “He’s sprained his ankle and 


his nerves are all upset. You know how 
it is, a man shut up in the house.” 

“Sure,” he agreed. “Reckon it would 
help him pass the time if I came and 


talked to him? 

I felt the familiar heightening of color 
flood my cheeks. 

“I'm afraid not,” I stammered; 
is, not just now. The doctor says 
should see no one.” 

“Never mind layin’ 
Annie,” he interrupted 
embarrassment. Then, 
laugh, he added, “You 
friends. We don’t need to make no se- 
cret between ourselves that I'm not much 
on style and city ways and——” 

“Bob!” I cried. “It's not that! You 
mustn't think that!” 

“Sure, you're a game little sport and I 


“that 
he 


it off on the doctor, 
to cut short my 
with an uneasy 
and me are old 


know your friends would always be wel- 
come anywheres, but 2 

“_s only that Clayton is sick and can't 
see anyone,” I repeated, while my mind 


reached out frantically in search of fresh 
guards for my secret. 


STOOD before him while he talked, not 

moving, thinking, planning, fearing. He 
must not know! He must not know! “It’s 
not really Clayton,” I kept repeating to 
myself. I must protect my love at all 
costs. Clayton was only sick. He would 
not always be this way. The pain of my 
first happiness swept over me. 

“What's the matter, Annie? You look 
so pale all of a sudden?” I heard Bob's 
voice asking. 

“Nothing,” I murmured. “But I’m 
sorry. I've really got to go now. I can't 
leave Clayton—that is—he gets all upset 
and lonesome when I'm away. 

“T’'ll walk along with you. 
more time to talk,” he volunteered. 
in response to my look he added, “Don’t 
be worryin’ ‘bout me. I'll leave you at 
the corner fore We get where your swell 
friend’ll see us.” 

He tried to laugh it off. I sought in 
vain for words to spare his pride. Yet 
how more certainly could I keep him away 
than with this excuse he had himself in- 
vented for me 

“I spose it’s a swell part of the city 
you live in,” were the next words to 
catch my attention. 

There arose mockingly before my eyes 
the vision of our own narrow street with 
its foul garbage cans, its litter of paper, 
broken bed springs and discarded mat- 
tresses; the dirty children crawling un- 
derfoot, and the slovenly mothers holding 
the pasty pale faces of their young to their 
breasts; the grandmothers bending old 
backs under the burden of broken boxes 
gathered from scattered alleyways—that 
miserable street in all its revolting, squalid 
reality rose to smite me. 

Yet I managed to answer, “It’s rather 
nice,” and led the way to the broad 
stretch of Park Avenue. 

A block up its carefully tended, gar- 
dened centre I held out my hand. 
living over there just now. So I 
say good-by,” I said, pointing out a 
mass of *rick and stone. 

The man looked up and down its lofty 
tiers of windows, stared at the garden, 
the sparkling fountain which showed 
through its broadly arched entrance. 

“Looks swell, all right,” he commented. 
“T’'ll be waitin’ for you tomorrow at the 
post office.” 
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I wished I did not see his wistful look 
at the garden, then back at me. But 
steeled myself to smile and answer, “I'll 
come—if Clayton is well enough so T can 
leave him.” 

I knew he was still watching me when 
I turned in at the nearest entrance. But 
I saw nothing of him when the attendant 
showed me briefly out a few seconds later. 

My cheeks burned; tears brimmed in my 
eyes. Yet it was worth it all, even that 
doorman, for Clayton’s sake. As I choked 
down my humiliation, I wondered if there 
could be still more bitterness in the world 
than I had already tasted for the one I 
loved. 

I turned the corner and hurried on, too 
intent on covering the distance which 
reached out before me to look even once 
for who might be following. I must get 
home. I had been gone so long. He 
might be needing me. 

| caught a down-town car. On the far 
East Side I left it to thread my way 
through crowded sidewalks to the familiar 
doorway. 

But why were all those people stand- 
ing at the corner? What was that woman 
who lived across the hall trying to tell me? 

Clayton—he couldn't walk alone—he 
had got downstairs. Unaccountable 
strength—not quite quick enough—a 
truck 

For a second time in my life every- 
thing whirled before my eyes, then all 
was black. I did not know how much 
later it was when I first looked about me 
in the little shop where gentle hands had 
carried me. I gave a faint cry. Bob was 
standing awkwardly beside me. He must 
have heard the note of fear in my voice, 
for he bent quickly over me. 

How rough was the skin of those hands 
which held my own so firmly between 
them! And yet how strong and gentle they 
felt! Quite different from those hands I 
had for weeks been holding. But for all 
the sense of peace these others gave me, I 
longed for those hands that hurt, those 
hands I loved. 


ROM far off Bob seemed to be talking. 

Then I caught the words. 

“There, there, now, Annie—he never felt 
it at all. He was just thinkin’ of you; even 
that last minute, he was—smilin’ that way 
like he was. 

“You're goin’ back with me to Aunt 
Cissie, Annie. She’ll sure be awful proud 
to hear about him—how fine he was— 
comin’ way down here from that swell 
place you showed me where you lived, 
just to see a sick man what used to work 
for him. If he hadn't a-been sick him- 
self, that truck would never a-got him. 
Yessir, Annie, you sure loved a man you 
can be proud of !” 

I felt my fingers tremble. My cheeks 
burned. I closed my eyes. My lips 
quivered in a smile, and a big tear rolled 
slowly off my cheek. Tenderly Bob laid 
my hand down. Through my half-closed 
eyes I saw an officer at the door motion- 
ing to him. 

“Found it, mister,” said the man in a 
voice so low he thought I could not hear. 
“It was all just like what you an’ me fig- 
ured out it was. The poor boob managed 
somehow, while the missus was away, to 
crawl down from that room of theirs up- 
stairs and get this.” 

“Forget it and I'll make it right with 
you,” Bob answered shortly. Then he 
snatched the thing the officer was holding 
and flung it violently out the door. 

“Hey, there!” growled the policeman. 
“What's the big idea? Smashin’ up glass 
like that on the street!” 

And somehow, in spite of the hurt, I 
didn't mind resting my head on Bob’s 
shoulder when we started back home. 


Interesting News for 
Fat Women! 


Mrs. V. R. SWEET LOSES 40 POUNDS 
WITH SAN-GRI-NA! 


Wonderful formula of French Scientist, recognized 
harmless and effective, even in most stubborn cases, 
can now be obtained from leading druggists. 


Hundreds of People are sending in astonishing 
reports of reducing. 


To be able to take off several pounds of excess fat a week, safely and surely, 
and at the same time improve their health, is the desire of every man and woman 
overburdened with ugly rolls of fat. 


To be able to eat all one wants, not to have to exercise, take dangerous drugs, 
diet or wear painful garments is another of the fat man and woman’s wish, and 
to-day, thanks to SAN-GRI-NA, their dream of attaining a slender figure can be 
attained in a SAFE, easy, sure way. 


Read What One Woman Among Hundreds Has 
To Say! 


“Two months ago I sent for your treatment, and I am 
glad I did, as I reduced 40 pounds with four boxes of 
SAN-GRI-NA. You can expect several orders from my 
friends when I tell them I have been taking SAN- 
GRI-NA. Use my letter to help other fat people. 
(Signed) Mrs. V. R. Sweet, Albion, Idaho.” 


If you are too fat, try SAN-GRI-NA yourself, and see what it will do for you. 
Why go through the summer and its dreadful, uncomfortable weather, burdened 
with fat? Why should you suffer from puffing, high blood pressure, swollen feet, 
red faces, etc? Why don’t you start now and take off a few pounds each week, 
improve your health and your looks, then you can enjoy yourself, wear stylish 
clothes, look your best, ycu can have a pile of fun on the beach and not be a “wall 
flower.” 


Simply go to-day to any good drug or department store and ask for SAN-GRI-NA 
(be sure to ask for and get SAN-GRI-NA), sold at a price within the reach of all. 
Use it as per directions, and WATCH THE FAT ROLL OFF! Hundreds of fat 
men and women are reducing every day with it. SAN-GRI-NA works wonders. 
Try it yourself. If your druggist does not carry SAN-GRI-NA in stock he can 
get it from his wholesaler or you can send a money order or check for $1.50 direct 
to the Scientific Research Laboratories, Dept. 341, 350 W. 31st St., N. Y. C. 
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you can earn $1 to $2 an hour in your spare 
time writing show cards. No canvass- 


ing or soliciting. Weinstruct you by our new 

simple Directograph System, supply you with 

work and pay you cash each week. Write 

today for full particulars and free booklet. 

WEST-ANGUS SHOW CARD SERVICE Lae 
Authorized Capital $1,250,000. 

109 Colborne Building, Toronto, 
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educe. 


a pound every day 


Natures Way 
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possible to reduce 
herself reduces. Florazona, actually 
flesh through the pores. Don't risk 
starvation diets, heart-straining exer- 
ises, internal drugs Simply empty a package of fra- 
grant Florazona in your bath. Stay in for fifteen minutes; 
und from 8 ounces to 1 pound of weight melts away. 


Results Guaranteed 


Thousands of successful hundreds of eminent 


A EUROPEAN discovery makes it 
weight as nature 
washes away excess 
your health with 


users; 


physicians recommend this natural way to reduce. Con- 
tains no epsom salts, no alum Absolutely pure and 
iarmless Simple, safe, sure, natural. Convince your- 
self that Florazona will reduce your weight 8 to 15 


Ue unds in only two weeks! Guaranteed to reduce or your 

oney bac : Two weeks treatment only $3.50 postpaid. 
At drug d department stores, or direct from 
PLORAZONA CORP., Dept. 157, 100 Sth Ave, N. Y. C. 
Florazona Corp., Dept. 157, 100 Sth Ave., N. Y. C. 

I enclose $3.50 for two weeks’ Florazona treatment (14 
baths.) If I do not reduce with this treatment you will 
refund my money. 
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bata: ~ then went home and told their 

ives was a shame the way Hallie Lou 
Carter Prout, who was a 
hearted fellow if there ever was one! And 
that any one as aristocratic as the Carter 
family, ought to be mighty slow about 
linkin’ up with goodness knows who, like 


Prouts! 


could sense all this, and some of it 
leaked back to Mother, through Auntie 
Reynolds, in the kitchen. She would sit 


on the sugar tub and gossip, and we hu- 


mored her because she was the most 
heavenly cook in Roscoe. 
\gnes told me that Rodney was posi- 


tively bitter over my treatment of Charley. 
to treat good old 


“It’s a hell of a way 
Charley!” he stormed. “By George! He’s 
|given her the best he could. Nobody 


knows what that fellow has denied himself 
to bring Hallie Lou candy and flowers and 
presents and all those things that don’t 
sound like much, but mean a lot when a 
fellow’s poor.” 


O' COURSE Aggie had stood up for 
me. “It may not be Hallie Lou's 
fault, dear,” she told him. “Charley has 
offended her, of course. And she’s prob- 
ably suffering, too! 

“Yeah! Probably what happened, he in- 
sisted on a showdown and she got sore and 
shunted him for good!” Rod had scoffed 


bitterly. 
“Well, Lou can’t marry him just out of 
pity, can she? And you know she is 


beautiful, and that Charley isn’t half good 
enough for her!” 
Of course Agnes 
unhappy I was, and 
planned to patch things up. At first 
I said I wouldn't come to the little 
party she arranged, but when I saw how 
hurt she was over my refusal to accept my 
very first invitation to the new love-nest, 
I had to go, no difference how much I 
dreaded seeing Charley again. But it all 
seemed very cozy and nice, after all, with 
Rod and Charley laughing their foolish 
heads off in Rod’s new den, and Aggie 
showing me al! over the adorable little 
house. I saw my latest picture, framed 
handsomely, hanging over Aggie’s dressing- 
table and I felt cheered. Worship and 


saw how upset and 
she goodheartedly 


| admiration were the breath of life to me. 


| wiches and stuffed olives. 


We were hilariously gay over the delicious 
rarebit and coffee and three-cornered sand- 
My heart beat 
high with the old triumphant coquetry 
when Rod and Charley went through their 
customary melodramatic foolery over which 
one should see me home. 

And then, in the midst of our happy 
noise, the telephone rang, and Rod stepped 
to the hall to answer it. I don’t know why, 
but we all stood listening, our merriment 
strangely hushed, and at Rod’s sharp, sud- 
den exclamation of dismay, his_ rapid, 
monosyllabic utterances, a _ feeling of 
trouble smote us, so that his grave, shocked 
face gave us no surprise. 

“Charley, lad Rod walked to 
Charley and put his arm around his chum’s 
shoulder. “Charley, I’ve got to tell you 
something mighty hard, old man.  It’s— 
your——” his voice broke and he couldn't 
speak another word. 

“What do you mean? Mother? Has 
anything happened to my _ mother?” 
Charley trembled; he fairly shouted his 
anxiety. 

Rod could only nod a yes, his face work- 
ing, and his eyes full of tears. 

Charley jumped up and tore to the 
front door, without hat or coat, but Rod 
sprang after him, and Aggie thrust their 
wraps upon his arm. The door banged 
and we two girls huddled close to the fire. 
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Aggie called a neighbor of the Prout’s, 
at my suggestion, and learned that old Mrs. 
Prout had gone peacefully to her final 
sleep in her rocking-chair, and the woman 
hired to sit with her, had found her thus 
when she came bearing the supper-tray. 
I] stayed all night with Aggie and we slept 
with our arms around each other, weeping 
and whispering, as girls will. 

In the following weeks Charley looked 
years older, and ever so much seedier than 
before her passing. His clothes were rum- 
pled and his necktie awry, when I passed 
him on the street. He did not call me on 
the phone and I could not force myseli 
upon him, though I wrote him several long 
letters of sympathy and friendship. 

At last, after two months or more, he 
did telephone and ask to call that evening. 

was overjoyed. Now all would be as 


before. I could go on accepting Charley's 
adoration, while | waited for the perfect 
lover. I dressed in the little blue mull 


and made a big platter of candy. He came 
shambling in, his face working in his 
honest, open desire to cry out his grief to 
this dear friend. I moved the fat, satin 
pillows and beckoned him to sit beside me. 
I patted his shoulder and murmured little 
consolations in his ear, while he frankly 
sobbed into his handkerchief. Then he 
blew his nose, and looked up like the big, 
beaming child that he was, and tried to be 
entertaining. But it was a sorry attempt. 
His voice kept breaking and the tears would 
well to his eyes and overtlow. 

I felt drawn to him.. Something 
motherly made me snuggle close to him 
in the soft rose light of the parlor lamp, 
in the filmy gown that left creamy shoul- 
ders half bare and displayed firm round 
arms. I knew I looked alluring and | 
wanted him to notice me, so I pressed my 
shoulder against his and peeped at him 
through my thick lashes. 

But Charley just sat there listlessly and 
talked in his disjointed, grief-ridden way 
“I’m thinkin’ of leavin’ Roscoe,” he said 
at last, casually. 


Y HEART gave a painful leap. Why, 

I had never dreamed that Charley 
might—could—Jeave me. Unconsciously, 
I had counted upon his always being near 
when I wanted_ shim. 

“Going away?” I managed to falter at 
last. 

“Yes, Rod and I talked over last night 
what’s best for me to do, now that the 
home’s—broken up—” Charley stopped to 
gain control. “He says, ‘Get away; make 
a success of your work in St. Louis; you'll 
never get any farther as long as you 
stick here,’ and I reckon Rod’s right. 
Reckon I'll clear things up and leave right 
away.” 

What would I do? There was no one 
else, and I was getting old—in the South! 
I would become an old maid like Miss 
Phoebe Ann Elder, and sit at home and 
sew while the dance music played! I 
leaned over and laid one hand on Charley’s 
arm. 


He moved restlessly and avoided my 
eyes. Don’t, Lou! Don’t, for God's sake, 
torture me any more!” he moaned. 

Well, I would wait. Charley would not 
forget me, and aiter all I was a Carter, 
while he was only a Prout! I got the 


candy plate and passed it to Charley, but he 
took a piece and nibbled without the usual 
extravagant praise of my cooking. It was 
plain to me that he had not yet said all he 
wished to say. 

“Lou, there’s another reason I’m goin’ 
away,” he began soberly. “Rod says I'm 
wastin’ your time and mine, danglin’ round 
forever, and keepin’ away better fellows, 
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like I. been doin’. So I’m goin’. It’s an 
awful wrench, but we can’t go on like this 
forever. You know how much I care. 
There'll never be anybody in the world 
but you, Lou, honey——” his voice broke 
yearningly. “But I found out—that night 
—that I forgot myself—just how it was 
with you. You just didn't feel like I do! 
50 don’t you go and blame yourself the 
| least bit.” He rose and seized his hat, in 
desperate haste. 

Before I could even get to my feet, he 
had bent over cand kissed me. “This is 
good-by, honey,” he whispered, and a tear 
splashed hot, on my arm; “God love you!’ 
And Charley was gone, almost running. 

During the next week, I could feel the 
town watching me. They knew that things 
must have come to a head before Charley's 
abrupt departure, and when no engagement 
ring appeared on my finger, curiosity was 

rampant. Even Aggie brought her sewing 
and tried to draw me out upon the subject. 
| But I kept a stiff upper lip, even though 
down in my heart there was the terrible 
knowledge, “This is final... he didn’t 
even ask me to write!” 

I don’t like to think, even. now, about 
the cold, blank years that followed. 
Charley never came back to Roscoe. But 
Rod and Aggie frequently saw him on 
their trips to St. Louis. They reported an 
ever increasing success. Charley was in 
business for himself, and was doing very 
well. Agnes divined my hunger, with sure 
womanly intuition, and frankly told me 
that she had tried to “pump” Charley, re- 
garding any love affairs, but he had been 
non-committal. Also, she told me how she 
had begged and pleaded with him to visit in 
Roscoe, but he invariably put her off with 
an excuse. 

I tried to get Mother to go away, for a 
time at least, but I might as well have 
begged the clinging ivy to leave its shelter- 
ing wall! Her health was failing rapidly, 
so that I could not leave her. I even went 
so far as to apply for a position as assis- 
tant music teacher in my boarding-school, 
but when Mother learned my plans she 
brought on such a se.ere attack with her 
heart that I had to give that up. 

No! It was hopeless. I was chained 
for life to the dreary, monotonous little 
town. Aggie was loyal to the core; she 
insisted that I go with her and Rod to the 
Friday evening dances, and for a while I 
did go, but it hurt me not to have a cav “ge 
of my own, and I was now definitely 
member of the “older” set. 


NE night, after Charley had been gone 

three years, Mother died with a heart 
attack, and I knew what it was to be all 
| alone. 
Judge Bledsoe, a distant relation, was 
| kindness itself, but even his kindness could | 
}not conceal the fact that there wasn't 
enough left of our estate to keep me in 
corn-meal. I let Auntie Reynolds go, and 
sold the big house. Then I took a big 
sunny room at Miss Elder’s, and began 
hunting music pupils. My class soon in- | 
creased, and I was able to eke out a 
frugal living. But how monotonous it 
was! I would have gone to St. Louis, only 
I knew that it was now too late for me} 
to learn anything new, and strangers are | 
more exacting than old friends! For a 
while the town pitied and gossiped, and I 
suppose jealousy prompted some spiteful 
comment upon my changed position. But | 

did not care. 

Sometimes, after a trying day with dull 
and mischievous pupils, I would sit before 
my mirror and look for the girl I used to} 
be. But she was gone. This was a sad-/} 
eyed woman who stared back at me. There 
were no great physical changes. The black 
hair was still thick and glossy, and the 
| white neck and shoulders still gleamed like 
lold ivory ... But what difference did it| 
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There were no fervent lips to kiss 
to stroke the silken dark 


make! 
the full throat, 
meshes .. 

Once I took hope again. There was a 
man in Roscoe on a brief business mission. 
He rushed me very hard with rides, and 
books and candy and flowers, and I heard 
myself laughing again. Then I bought a 
soit, clinging dress. . .an ounce of the per- 
fume I had always loved ... But the last 
night, he kissed me, and then showed me a 
picture of his wife and family. I became 
more silent and drab than ever, after this 
episode. However, it did seen to rouse ro- 
mantic interest in the town, and again all 
eyes looked after “Miss Hallie Lou” with 
interested speculation. 

Five years, in all, dragged themselves 
out, and then one evening Aggie stopped 
to tell me that Charley was coming back 
for the annual Christmas dance. 

I couldn't keep back the tears of joy, but 
Aggie said quickly, “He’s bringing a Miss 
Enwright, as his partner, and Rod and | 
are entertaining them both!” She pre- 
tended not to see the pallor that smote 
me at this news. “I want to know if you 
will be a sweet thing, and let my cousin, 
Eddie Sumter, take you! Eddie's just a 
only twenty, but he can dance, and 
at least his voice doesn’t crack!” 


AGE and I shrieked over this, and I 
promised to go to the dance. As a 
matter of fact, nothing could have kept 
me away—not even pride—for I wanted to 
see Charley. I had wanted to see him all 
these years. But to the messages I had sent 
by Agnes, he had sent cool replies. I could 
not seek him out and fling myself at his 
head. 

But now, here was my chance to right 
the sorrow I had wrought. That it might 
be too late—that he was engaged to this 
Miss Enwright he was bringing—I would 


not let myself think of that! I began 
brushing my hair regularly with extra 
care, and studied new coiffures. I sent to 


St. Louis and had an exquisite evening 
gown made. When I unpacked it and put 
it on for the first time, I gasped with sheer 
delight. It could not have suited me 
better, and I knew I was beautiful! It 
was soft as cobwebs, of corn yellow shad- 
ing into gold, and my stockings and slippers 
were gold-hued. 

The evening of the dance, Auntie 
Reynolds and her two daughters came to 
“help hook Miss Lou for the pahty.” It 
flattery. | 
Eddie first glimpsed 


|me, and was reduced to a pulpy, gulping 
state of admiration. Once at the old dance- 
hall, I became almost gay, as the years 


dropped away, and I again heard the com- 
ments on my beauty; but underneath was 
the terrible tension a gambler knows when 
he stakes his all upon that last throw. 

It was nine o'clock when Aggie’s party 
entered the hall. I was dancing with Eddie, 
and did not turn my head, but in that first 
flash I had seen him... such a changed 
Charley—debonair, well-tailored, and poised 
and smiling . . . and the tall, fair girl at his 
side; my sick heart told me she was very, 
very beautiful! I felt short and swarthy 
‘and over-plump, of a sudden . . . The room 
was a queer blur, through which I laughed 
and talked and smiled, catching occasional 
glimpses of this changed, new Charley. I 
couldn’t stand any more. I was about to 
plead illness, and ask to be taken home, 
when suddenly Charley stood close beside 

“Well, well, well!” he was exclaiming 
in his cool, jolly voice. “Same pretty girl, 
by Jo! Haven't changed a bit!” And he 
wrung my hand, his face beaming with 
friendly pleasure in the meeting. If 
Charley felt any deeper emotion, he 
managed to conceal it. { don’t know how 
I bore the next trying hours. 
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the tall, blond girl, who said 
with a burr on her r’s, and a 
air. We laughed and talked, 
in the intervals of dancing. Suddenly 
Charley snatched me from Rod in their 
old pantomime of melodramatic rivalry, 
and whirled me away in an old-fashioned 
waltz. With all my soul, I longed to re- 
conquer him, to bring back something of 
the old, begging look into his eyes. It was 
a last desperate chance. 

I leaned near, my head back, my breath 
quickened, and my heart yearning with its 
unspoken burden, but Charley’s face was 
blank and smiling—empty of all emotions 
save those of the passing moment. I was 
there, close in his arms, against his breast, 
after all these starved years, and yet, 
Charley could smile and nod to old friends, 
and cut the ridiculous capers that had made 
and kept him the town’s beloved buffoon. 
How big and fine and simple he was— 
this lover that I had scorned in the bright, 
greedy days of youth ...I would have 
given ten years of my life to call back 
even a shade of the old devotion. Charley 
left me with mere friendly courtesy, and 
I tried to keep my heart-break from show- 
ing, through a calm exterior. 

We danced together three times, and each 
time he took me in his arms, I became 
more helplessly his. At last, through the 
knowledge of my own fierce, awakened 
passion, I was learning what I had done 
to my lover all those years! Love had 
proved a boomerang; it had come back to 
smite me! My arms longed to strain him 
close to me, my lips quivered thirstily for 
his kisses . . . It seemed to me that if his 
dear lips would only close down upon mine, 
I could die happy in his arms. 

I even prayed for some such culmination. 
If Charley felt my emotion he did not 
betray his knowledge. I noticed the way 
the tall Miss Enwright was dancing, not 
only with Charley, but with all the men, 
with a total laying aside of all pretense to 
modesty. Perhaps I was hopelessly old- 
fashioned. I felt old and tired when 
Eddie finally took me home. 

The next day Miss Enwright left for 
St. Louis. Charley was staying over a 
day. It was Sunday and I kept to my 
room with a headache, ignoring Aggie’s 
pleas that I join her house-party. 

I had dropped off to sleep when I was 
awakened by familiar, hearty tones in the 
hall below. I sprang up and hastily got 
into my plain, dark blue serge. 

He had only come to pay a duty call. 
But all the woman in me protested, and 
while Miss Phoebe tapped my door, I 
snatched it off and slipped into the only 
blue silk dress | had. I brushed my hair, 
dashed on a trace of my own jasmine 
perfume, and ran down to greet Charley. 


I met 
“Charley,” 
pre yprietary 


ow miserably far apart were we, as 
we sat close together on Miss Phoebe’s 
sagging sofa! How it crucified me to hear 
Charley recall the sweet old times! I 
picked up an old kodak book of mine and 
we began looking at the snapshots. There 
was Charley on the steps of his old home, 
his little mother in the doorway, and I, 
perched on the railing. They had had 
corn-pone for supper, because Hallie Lou 
liked it! On the next page was a picnic 
party, and I was on a big rock with 
Charley’s rifle across my knees. I recalled 
that day in swift, passionate remorse. 
Charley had begged to seal our troth with 
a kiss—and I had laughed! Oh, I could 
have struck the silly face that smirked back 
at me! If he would only offer to kiss 
me now... 

“T must go now; I can’t stay over, after 
all, so I’m takin’ that nine-fifty. I’m sorry. 
I wanted to hang round the old town 
a day or so, but I got a message early this 
morning, and I can’t do it this time.” 
Charley was getting into his overcoat, 
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smiling down at me with beaming friend- 
liness 

“It's been mighty good to see you again, 
Hallie Lou. lake care of yourself ! 
Charley had his hand on the doorknob— 
was turning ‘it! 

‘Good-by,” I quivered. I couldn't say 
another word, and suddenly there was a 
brief fleeting gleam of the old love, in 
Charley’s eyes, and then he had squeezed 
my hands in his—and was gone. 

I dashed upstairs and into my room. 
Should I let Fate snatch my treasure 
from me, forever? Or should I fight for 
it! I'd fight! 

“Get your fightin’ blood up, Hallie Lou! 
Get your fightin’ blood up!” I muttered, 
as | dragged out a suitcase and packed 
it with swift skillful fingers. I glanced 
at my wrist-watch. It was past nine o’clock 
already. I got into the blue serge, and my 
dark coat and hat, and slipped out the side 
door without Miss Phoebe Ann’s knowl- 
edge. It was only six blocks to the station. 
| would walk, trusting that no one would 
recognize me in the dimly-lit streets, 
through my thick lace veil. I bought a 
ticket to St. Louis and got aboard, after a 
stealthy wait in a shadowy corner. I tipped 
the porter and settled myself in the day- 
coach, 


iy a few minutes he returned, grinning 
broadly. “The pusson you wants has a 
section in fo'wa’d cah! Come with me, 
and I'll take you to him.” 

Shamelessly, proudly, desperately, I fol- 
lowed the porter, and presently sank into 


the seat beside Charley. He emerged from 
behind his newspaper and stared at me in 
an incredulous, detached amazement that 
did not make my position any easier! 

“Hallie Lou! For Pete’s sake, why 
didn’t you tell me you were goin’ up to St. 
Louie? Didn't they fix you up with a 
Pullman? Here, just let me call that 
conductor 

I stopped him with a gesture of my 
hand 

“No, Charley. Don’t call anybody, yet. 
Just turn away your head—and listen with 
all your soul, for I can’t possibly whisper 
this but once. Charley, I love you. I can’t 
help it if you are engaged to somebody 
else. I can’t help it if you quit lovin’ me 
long, long ago. I’ve just got to tell you. 
| want you to marry me, Charley. And I 
thought if I came away with you tonight, 
why, I'd be—be compromised—and you'd 
have to—marry me!” All in one breath! 

There was a terrible, stifling silence. I 
felt no regrets. I knew that I would always 
be glad I had taken this step, no matter 
how it turned out. I was actually at 
peace, as I sat there with bowed head, 
waiting Charley’s reply. 

“Hallie Lou!” he just breathed my name, 
but I didn’t dare turn around. I was 
fully aware that there were others in 
the car beside us. “There’s never been 
anybody in the world but you, honey! Lou, 
turn around and tell me you love me, 
again!” 

And, in spite of the time and place, we 
were in each others’ arms, making up for 
the hunger of the lost years. 

“Are you goin’ to keep me waitin’ much 
longer?” Charley said hoarsely. 

“No, dear. I'm yours, now and always!” 
I sighed, and let my head rest upon his 
shoulder. 

_ Then a little foreboding thought crept 
in. was suddenly afraid. 

“Charley, you know why I did this, don’t 
you, dear? You know how hard it was 
for me to fly in the face of a Southern 
woman's deepest traditions, and do what 
I have done tonight? It was all for your 
sake, Charley. That Northern girl isn’t 
your kind. She couldn’t make you happy. 

“Lou, you are the bravest woman that 
ever lived,” he whispered. 
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safe, effective, harmless and sure. 


Send your name and address today, enclosing 4c stamps, if you wish this information sent under sealed 


postage. We will send surprising photographic ; roof showing as much as five inches enlargement by this 
method, all sent under plain wrapper. 


THE OLIVE COMPANY, Dept. 44, CLARINDA, IOWA, U. S. A. 


JRUBY. GIVEN 


lue-white 
beilllfaney and rainbow guarantesd we'll send 
tree this beautifal, Seating fiery red Mexican Ruby. Just 
clip out this ad, mail with your name, address and 10c to 
partly cover handling cost and we’llmail FREE. ~ 
of gems and special half orice offer. Write wor 


Mexican Gem Importing Co., |Dept. U-5, Mesilla “Mex || 


To introduce our im ‘ed Mexican BLU- 
h same 


STATEMENT OF THE OWNERSHIP, MANAGEMENT, CIRCULATION, 
ETC., REQUIRED BY THE ACT OF CONGRESS OF AUGUST 24, 1912, 


Of Smart Set, published monthly at New York for April 1, 1925, State of New York, 
County of New York, ss. Before me a Notary in and for the State and county 
aforesaid, personally appeared R. E. Berlin, w ho, having been duly sworn ac scord- 
ing to law, deposes A says that he is the Business Manager of the Smart Set 
and that the following is, to the best of his knowledge and belief, a true statement 
of the ownership, management (and if a daily paper, the circulation), etc., of the 
aforesaid publication for the date shown in the above caption, required by the 
Act of August 24, 1912, embodied in eee 443, Postal Laws and Regulations, 
printed on the reverse of this form, to wit: 1. That the names and addresses of the 
publisher, editor, managing editor, and are: Publisher, Magus 
Magazine C orporation, 119 West 40th Street, N. Y. C.; Editor, F. Orlin Tremaine, 
119 West 40th Street, N. Y. C.; Managing | Editor, none; Business Managers, 
R. E. Berlin, 119 West 40th Street, N. Y. C. That the owners are: (Give names 
and addresses of individual owners, or, if a pitinca ob se give its name and the 
names and addresses of stockholders owning or holding 1 per cent or more 
of the total amount of stock.) Magus Magazine Corporation, 119 West 40th 
Street, N. Y.C.; Sole Stockholder, George d’ Utassey, 119 W est 40th Street, N. Y.C. 
3. That the known bondholders, mortgagees, and other security holders owning or 
holding 1 per cent or more of total amount of bonds, mortgages, or other securities 
are: (If there are none, so state.) None. 4. That the two paragraphs next above, 
giving the names of the owners, stoc Kholders, and security hekien. if any, contain not 
only the list of stockholders and security holders as they appear upon the books of 
the company but also, in cases where the stockholder or security holder appears 
upon the books of the company as trustee or in any other fiduciary relation, the 
name of the person or corporation for whom such trustee is acting, is given; also 
that the said two paragraphs contain statements embracing affiant’s full knowl- 
edge and belief as to the circumstances and conditions under which stockholders 
and security holders who do not appear upon the books of the company as trustees, 
hold stock and securities in a capacity other than that of a bona fide owner; and 
this affiant has no reason to believe that any other person, association, or corpora- 
tion has any interest direct or indirect in the said stock, bonds, or other securities 
than as so stated by him. 5. That the average number of copies of each issue of 
this publication sold or distributed, through the mails or otherwise, to paid sub- 
scribers during the six months prec eding the date shown above is (This informa- 
tion is required from daily publications only.) R. E. Berlin, Business Manager. 
Sworn to and subscribed before me this 25th day of March, 1925. William J. Sperl, 
Notary Public, Queens County, No. 3717. Certificate filed in New York Co. No. 
1049, Reg. No. 5832. (My commission expires March 30, 1925.) [Seal]. 
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aye 


Love? 


Is spooning danger- 
ous? Does a petting 
party stop with a 

At last the 


— 
Is Life a Mystery | #72 
To You? 


Has true love come into your life — or didn’t you 
recognize it when it came? Are you afraid now 
of the baffling, perplexing mysteries of sex re- 
lationship? Are you discontented with the stupid 
lies and furtive ashamed answers the world gives 
you in place of the naked, fearless truth you -- 
desire? Do you want some safe, sane, unashamed 
advice on sex questions? Do you hesitate asking 
your doctor certain questions? Then clip the 
coupon below, send it today without any money 
and in a few days you will receive the most start- 
ling surprise of your life. 


Life’s Mysteries 


The Truth At Last! ] 


language. Here are the real facts about the so-called Safe Counsel contains nine startling sections: 1. The Science of Eugenics; 
Love; Ill 5 IV. Childbirth; V. Family Life; VI. Sexual Science; { 


mystery of sex— the thingsyou should know about YOURSELF, Vil. Diseases and Disorders; VIII. Principles of Health and Hygiene; r 
Ases 3; s ea 
about YOUR BODY, your DESIRES and YOUR IMPULSES. IX. The Story of Life. Here are just a loo ad the subjects discussed — 


Ss a 

At last a book has been published that digs into sex matters Likes pareve 
without fear or beating around the bush. This startling 512 owe it to — to your happiness and your health to read this 

age book, “Safe Counsel”, written by Prof. B. G. Jefferis, wonderful 

1. D. Ph. D. and Prof. J. L. Nichols, A. M. contains just Nobody can escape sex problems. Men and women—rich and poor—all 
the information you want. You will be amazed at its frank- fapethesex question. Do not let ignorance blight your life, Do not 
ness. Words are not minced. “Polite” phrases are forgotten 
—the right word is used in the right place. In this remark- 


free you—give you security, self-confidence and courage to face life 
without the shadow of fear and doubt threatening your peace of mind, 

able volume are answered all the questions that brides want 

answered on the eve of their weddings—that youths ap- 


proaching manhood demand of their elders — that married Send No Money 


people should know. The naked facts are told. Ruthlessly! ‘ : 
Simply Mail the Coupon 


Daringly! But truthfully! 
Ignorance perverts the mind. Don’t stay ignorant any longer. Send for 


all are answered in simple, straightforward fearless 


Yara QUESTIONS — all of them, the most intimate — 


“It Might Have Been Prevented” 


How pitifully often do we hear this pathetic phrase. Glorious young 
lives are wrecked by ignorance and falsehood. Innocent children suffer 
asa result of prudishness and “‘modesty.”” Wethink we are an en- 
lightened, civilized people—but we will continue to be in the dark ft 
until every adult knows the truth about the functions and purposes of his 
body, and about that great powerful invisible force, the Life Urge. 


Would You Like to Know: 


this invaluable book today—and settle your problems now, 


just clip the coupon. Send it in today. No money is required. In a 
lew days when the postman brings you “Safe Counsel” (in a plain 
wrapper) you can pay him $1.98 and postage. If you are not thoroughly 
satisfied after examination, return the k and we will refund your 
money. Send the co oe immediately. Mail it today to the Franklin 
Association, 186 N. La Salle St., Dept. 7307,Chicago, 


FRANKLIN ASSOCIATION 


—The secrets of a happy mar- —Signs of excesses? 
riage —What every girl should know? 
—The mistakes every couple —The vane for marital un- 
should avoid? happiness 
—What true love really means? —How to foie your husband’s 
—How to perpetuate the honey ve? 
moon? —The prevention and cure of 
—Law of mutual attraction? social diseases? 
—If continence is desirable? —Mistakes = | 
—How to control your impulses? —Ethics of 
— Answers to sex problems? 


—Dangers of ignorance? 
Advice to the newly married? 


—What man should 
know 
—Advice to expectant mothers? 


fe Cou 


These are just few ot the questious answered truthfully and 
authoritatively by“ Jounsel”” 
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186 No. LaSalle St., Dept.7307 Chicago 
Please send me your omeany 512-page book, “Safe Counsel” in a plain 
wrapper marked ‘‘Personal.”’ will the postman $1. 
upon arrival. If I’m not satisfied, I'll return it within 5 days and 
refund my money. 


City------------------ -- 
( Price outside U. s- —$2.22 cash with order) 


Cc. 0. D. shipments delayed. tf want to be sure of 
suiting boch ound cask with order 
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STEBER MACHINE CO \ 


‘‘Another check from Steber! Isn't it wonderful that I can earn all this money so easily, right at home?" 


(Checks shown are bona fide payments to a few of our thousands of workers.) 


ARN EXTRA MONEY 


Roser Pleased 
with 
Earnings 


. Sapp 
Elated 
with Checks 


Lang, 67 and 
Crippled, 
Supports Three 


Mrs. E. D.S. 


Furnishing 
Home 


—under our absolute guarantee 


when you need them; if you haven’t the money to buy new furniture for your home; if your 
husband’s income is small or uncertain—then write us and let us tell you how we guarantee you 
fixed and liberal pay for your spare time work for five years—work that you do in your own home. 


| & you cannot give your children the education you’d like to; if you can’t afford new clothes 


time work at home. It enables you to stay at 
home, and still earn real money. It is made 
by an old reliable house that is given highest 


§-Year Contract with Pay 
Absolutely GUARANTEED 


This opportunity is open to men and women. 
No previous experience or special ability is re- 
quired. There is no canvassing or soliciting; 
you work in the comfort and security of your 
own home; you spend as much time at it as you 
please, and our contract positively binds us to 
buy all the standard work you send us for five 
years and to furnish new material FREE. 


rating by Dun’s, Bradstreet’s and banks, be- 
cause it is quick pay and sure pay. 


Special Pay for New Workers 


Special compensation is offered those who are 
in a position to begin work now. Write us at 
once for full particulars of this generous and 


liberal offer. 


Use the convenient coupon below. Clip and 
send it now. 


Be Independent with a 
Steber Contract 
This guarantee makes you independent; it 


gives you a tidy sum of money for simple spare- Clip and Send This Coupon NOW! 


The Steber Machine Co, Vatuable Coupon 
650 Steber Building, Utica, N. Y. 


Gentlemen: | enclose 2 cents postage to cover mailing cost of 
your free folder showing how I can earn good moncy in spare 
time at home under your guaranteed income plan. It ix 
understood that this does not obligate me in any way. 


Name 


Address .. 


eS . ‘ Note: If you wish sample socks, enclose 50c for one pair, 
Verrier Brought Miss Hitzeroth or $1.00 for two pairs in different colors. Regular price 
Supports Milan Now $1.00 pair. State size. Satisfaction guaranteed or moncy 


Family Happiness Independent back. 


Sign YOUR Declaration of Independence! 
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LISTERINE |] 


PHA mACAL COMPANY 


When an antiseptic is 


needed use Listerine, 


the safe antiseptic 


LAMBERT PHARMACAL COMPANY. SAINT SLOUIS.U 


THE CUNEO Press, IG, CHICAGO 
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